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REMARKS. 



Except ui oae pikrtieular) Rowe ha& been jMrfeet- 
ly hktoricfd in this play. 

Jane Shore was, as he has xqiresentei, accUsied of 
witchcraft ; and ptoof of her guilt, in that instance, 
having failed, she was next charged with the ciime 
of adultery, — ^an accusation it watt in rain to deny ; 
and by eenitwsithf the eccl^siasticil iconrt, sh^ i^as 
made to perform penance id St. Panl*^ church, and 
then to Widk bar^fdoted through some of the adjoin- 
ing streets. 

But Jane Shore pmshing for hunger is the fiction 
of an old ballad ^ and no inteltigenee from history ; or, 
if she did expire for want of food, it was not in con- 
sequence of any judgment passed upon her, as she 
lived to an advanced age before the event took place : 
for Sir Thomas More assures his readers, that in the 
reign ci Henry VIII. forty years after her humiliating 
punishment was inflicted, he has frequently seen her 
gathering herbs, in a field near the city, for her night- 
ly repast. — She was now, he adds, ** extremely old 
and shrivelled, without one trace of her former 
beauty.** 

Rowe has produced, from the incidents of her sin- 
gular life, this favourite play. — ^The wife of a gold- 
smith of Lombard-street has drawn tears from the 
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rich and the popr for these hundred jears past ; and 
will never cease having power over the hearts of an 
audience, whilst a.n actress can be found to repre- 
sent her, and her sorrows, with apparent truth. 

Of the other characters of this tragedy little can 
be said in praise, except of Alicia ; and it is curious 
to observe, how widely two learned critics have dif- 
fered in their opinion respecting the merit of this 
part. — Dr. Johnson says, *' Alicia is a character of 
empty noise, with no resemblance to real sorrow, or 
natural madness." 

Whilst Dr. Wharton has said, ** The interview be- 
tween Jane Shore and Alicia, in the fifth act; is very 
affecting, where the madness of Alicia is well paint- 
ed." 

To reconcile these two opposite criticisms, it may 
be supposed, that those great critics spoke as spec- 
tators, not as readers ; and the one had seen a good, 
and the other a bad actress, perform the part. 

Alicia can surely be rendered as pathetic as Jane 
Shore, provided the character is acted with equal 
skill: for, though Jane has the advantage of her 
friend, in being the personage whom the auditors 
have come purposely to see, and of whom they have 
heard speak from their childhood, yet Alicia's cala- 
mities are far more heavy than those of the famished 
Shore. — ^The former is tortured by the most poignant 
remorse that human nature can sustain — her con- 
science is loaded with a fellow-creature's death — nor 
has she the enjoyment of malice to diminish her 
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sense of guilt ; as she became a murderer through 
the wild extravagance of love, not hate. 

The parting scene between her and the condemned 
Hastings, where he forgives her as the cause, of his 
immediate execution, has something more affecting 
than the last scene of the drama, where Shore for- 
gives his dying wife. The husband*s pardon comes, 
after time has softened and penitence mitigated his 
wrongs — the lover forgives a more fatal injury, and 
its consequences thdt mom^ent impendmg. 
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JANE SHORE. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

The Tower. 

Enter the Duke 6f Gloster, Sir Richard 
Ratcuff, and Gates by. 

Gh. Thus far success attends upon our councils^ 
And each event has answered to my wish ; 
The queen and all her upstart race are quelFd \ 
Dorset is banish'd, and her brother Rivers, 
Ere this, lies shorter by the head at Pomfret. 
The nobles have, with joint concurrence, named me 
Protector of the realm. My brother's children. 
Young Edward and the little York, are lodged 
Here, safe within the Tower. — How say you, sirs. 
Does not this business wear a lucky face ? 
The sceptre and the golden wreath of royalty 
Seem hung within my reach. 

Rat, Then take them to you, 
And wear them long and worthily. You are 
The last remaining male of princely York, 
(For Edward's boys, the state esteems not of them,) 
And therefore on your sovereignty and rule. 
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The commonweal does her dependence make. 
And leans upon your highness* able hand. 

Cat. And yet to-morrow does the council meet. 
To fix a day for Edward's coronation. 
Who can expound this riddle t 

Glo. That can I. 
Those lords are each one my approved good friends. 
Of special trust and nearness to my bosom ; 
And howsoever busy they may seem. 
And diligent to bustle in the state. 
Their zeal goes on no farther than we lead. 
And at our bidding stays* 

Cat. Yet there is one. 
And he amongst the foremost in his power. 
Of whom I wish your highness were assured. 
For me, perhaps it is my nature's &ult, 
I own, I doubt of hii^ ittclining much. 

Glo. I guess the man, at whom your words would 
point: 
Hastings 

Cat. The same. 

Gle. He bears me great good-will. 

Cat. *Tis true, to you as to the Lord Protector, 
And Gloster's Duke, he bows with lowly service : 
But were he bid to cry, "God save King Richard !" 
Then tell me in what terms he would reply ? 
Believe me, I have proved the man, and found him : 
I know he bears a most religious reverence 
To his dead master Edward's royal memory. 
And whither that may lead him is most plain. 
Yet more-^One of that stubborn sort he is. 
Who, if they once gprow fond of an opinion. 
They call it honour, honesty, and faith. 
And sooner part with Ufe than let it go* 

Gh. And yet this tough impracticable heart 
Is governed by a dainty-finger*d girl ! 
Such flaws are found in the most worthy natures ; 
A laughing, toying, wheedling, whimpering she 
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Shall make him amble on a gossip's message. 
And take the distaff with a hand as patient 
As e er did Hercules. 

Rat. The fair Alici9> 
Of noble birth and exquisite of feature. 
Has held him long a vassal to her beauty. 

Cat, I fear, he fails in his allegiance there. 
Or my intelligence is false, or else 
The dame has been too lavish of her feast. 
And fed him till he loaths. 

Glo. No more, he comes. 

Enter Lord Hastings. 

Hast. Health, and the happiness of many days. 
Attend upon your grace. 

Gh. My good lord chamberiain. 
We're much beholden to your gentle friendship. 

Hast. My lord, I come an humble suitor to you. 

Gh. In right good time. Speak out your pleasure 
freely. 

Hast. I am to move your highness in behalf 
Of Shore's unhappy wife. 

Crfo. Say you, of Shore ? 

Hast. Once a bright star, that held her place on 
high ; 
The first and fairest of our English dames, 
While royal Edward held the sovereign rule. 
Now sunk in grief, and pining with despair. 
Her waning form no longer shall excite 
Envy in woman, or desire in man. 
She never sees the sun, but through her tears. 
And wakes to sigh the live-long night away. 

Gh. Marry ! the times are badly changed with 
her. 
From Edward's days to these. Then all was jollity 
Feasting and mirth, light wantonness and laughter. 
Piping and playing, minstrelsy and masquing ; 
Till life fl^ firom us like an idle dream,| 
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A show of mummety without a; fneaniilg* . 
My brother^ rest and pardon to his soul I 
Is gone to his account ; for this his minioti^ 
The revel-rout is done — ^But. yon Mrere speaking 
Concerning her* I have hecai told» ihal ytw 
Are frequent in your visitations to het. 

HaH* No ferther^ my good lord, than firieadly 

And tender-hearted charity, allow. 

Glo. Go to ; I did not mean to chide yoli for it. 
For, sooth to say, I hold it noble in -y on 
To cheri;sh the distressed— — On with your tale* 

Hiist. Thus it is, gracious sir, that Certain officers 
Using the warrant of your mighty niiine. 
With ibsolence unjust, and lawless power^ 
^ave seized upon the lands, whi^ late i^e held 
By grant from her great master £dward*ii bonntyk 

Gio, Somewhat of this, but slightly, I have heard ; 
And though some counsellors of forward seal^ 
Some of most ceremonious sanctity. 
And bearded wisdom, often have provoked 
The hand of justice to fall heavy on her^ 
Yet still, in kind compassion of her weakness^ 
And tender memory of Edward's love» 
I have withheld the merciless stem law 
From doing outrage on her helpless beauty. 

Hast. Good Heaven, who renders mercy back for 
mercy. 
With open-handed bounty shall repay you : 
Thb gentle deed shall fairly be set foremost, 
To screen the wild escapes of lawless passion. 
And the long train of frailties flesh is heir to. 

Gh. Thus far, the voice of pity pleaded only t 
Our farther and more full extent of grace 
Is given to your request. Let her attend. 
And to oUrself delivei* up her grieik ; 
She shall be heard with patienoe, and todh wrong . 
At full redress'd^ But I h»ve other nevtis^ 
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'^^ich much import us both ; for Ml my fortunes 
Go hapd in hand v^ yours t our oonunon foes. 
The que^n^s velations» ^r new- togkd gentry^ 
Have foU^n 1km mighty cierts— ^lliat (or your pri- 
vaqr. lEeeuwi. 



SCENB II. 



An Apartmeni im Janb Shore's Bbuse. 



Enter BELiiouiixnid Dumont. 

BeL I{ow 9be \m U^ed yoii hstve beard my tide 
idw%dy; 
The rest' yovr 9mK fittenda^ce in her family* 
\Vhere I have found the meant this day to place you» 
And nearer observation, best will tell you« 
$e^, w^th wl^ sad and aober cheer she comes. 

JSn^er Jake Shqr?. 

Sure, or I read her visage much amiss. 
Or grief besets her hard. — Save you, fair lady ! 
The blessings of the cheerful mom be on you. 
And greet your beauty with its opening sweets. 
J, Shore. My gentle neighbour, youc good wishes 
still 
Puirsue my hapless fortunes 1 Ah, good Behnour I 
How few, like thee, inquire the wretched out. 
And court the offices of soft humanity ! 
Like thee, reserve their raiment for the naked. 
Reach. out their bread to feed the crying orphan. 
Or mix their pitying tears with those that weep I 
Thy praise deserves a better tongue than mine. 
To speak and bless thy name. Is this the. gentleman^ 
Whose friendly service you commended to me ? 
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SeL Madaim^ it is. 

J. Shore. A venerable aspect I : [Aside^ 

Age sits with decent grace upon his visage. 
And worthily becomes his silver locks ; 
Jle wears the marks of many years well-i^nt. 
Of virtue, truth well-tried, and wise experience; 
A friend like this would suit my sorrows well. — 
Fortune, I fear me, sir, has meant you ill, 

[To DUMONT. 

Who pays your merit with that scanty pittance 
'Which my poor hand and humble roof can give. 
But to supply these golden vantages. 
Which elsewhere you might find, expect to meet 
A just regard and value for your worth, , 

The welcome of a friend, and the free partnership 
Of all that little good the world allows me. 

Dum. You over-rate me much ; and all my answer 
Must be my future truth ; let them speak for me. 
And make up my deserving* 

J. Shore. Are you of England ? 

Ihim. No, gracious lady, Flanders claims my 
birth ; 
At Antwerp has my constant biding been. 
Where sometimes 1 have known more plenteous days 
Than these which now my failing age affords. 

•/. Shore. Alas ! at Antwerp ! — Oh, foi^ive my 
tears ! [ Weeping^ 

They fall for my offences — and must fall 
Long, long ere they wash my stains away. 
You knew, perhaps — Oh grief! Oh shame! — my 
husband ? 

Dum. I knew him well — ^but stay this flood of 
anguish. 
The senseless grave feels not your pious sorrows : 
Three years and more are past, since I was bid. 
With many of our common friends, to wait him 
To his last peaceful mansion. I attended. 
Sprinkled his clay-cold corse with holy drops. 
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According to our church's reverend rite. 
And saw him laid in hallowed ground to rest. 
«/«. Shore* Oh> that my soul had known no joy hut 
him! 
That I had lived within his guiltless arms. 
And dying slept in innocence beside him ! - 
Bat now his dust abhors the fellowship, 
Alid scorns to mix with mine» 

Enter a Servant*^ 

Serv. The lady Alicia 
Attends your leisure* 

J. Shore. Say I wish to see her. — [Exit Servant. 
Please, gentle sir, one moment to retire ; 
I'll wait you on the instant, and inform you 
Of each unhappy circumstance, in which 
Your friendly aid and counsel much may stead me. 

[Exeunt Belmour and Dumont. 

Enter Alicia. 

Alicia. Still, my fair friend, still shall I find you 
thus 1 
Still shall these sighs heave after one another, 
Tliese trickling drops chase one another still. 
As if the posting messengers of grief 
Could overtake the hours fled far away. 
And make old time come back 1 

J, Shore. No, my Alicia, 
Heaven and his saints be witness to my thoughts. 
There is no hour of all my life o'erpast. 
That I could wish should take its turn again. 

Alicia: And yet some of those days my friend has 
known. 
Some of those years might pass for golden ones 
At least if womankind can judge of happiness. 
What could we wish, we who delight in empire, 

B 
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Whose beauty is our sovVagpn good, and pves us 
Our reasons to rebel, and powV to reign. 
What could we more than to behoM a monarch. 
Lovely, renowned, a conqueror, and young. 
Bound in our chains, and sighinsr at our feett 

J, Shore. Tis true, the royal Edward was a wonder, 
The goodly pride of all our English youth ; 
He was the very joy of all who saw him. 
Formed to delight, to love, and to persuade. 
But what had I to do with kings and courts ? 
My humble lot had cast me far beneath him ; 
And that he was the first of all mankind. 
The brarest, and most lovely, was my curse. 

AUeia, Sure, something more than fortune join*d 
your loves : 
Nor could his greatness, and his gracious form^ 
Be elsewhere matched so well, as to the sweetness 
And beauty of my friend. 

«/. Shore, Name him no more I 
He was the bane and ruin of my peace. 
This angubh and these tears, these are the legaciei 
His fatal love has left me. Thou wilt see me. 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt see me. 
Ere yet a few short days pass o*er my head. 
Abandoned to the very utmost wretchedness. 
The hand of pow'r has siezed almost the whole 
Of what was left for needy life's support ; 
Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and kneeling 
Before thy charitable door for bread. 

Alicia. Joy of my life, my dearest Shore, forbear 
To wound my heart with thy foreboding sorrows ; 
Raise thy sad soul to better hopes than these. 
Lift up thy eyes, and let them shine once more» 
Bright as the morning sun above the mist. 
Exert thy charms, seek out the stem Protector, 
And sooth his savage temper with thy beauty i 
Spite of his deadly, unrelenting nature. 
He shall be moved to pity, and redress thee. 
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J. Share. Myfimn^ Idas! has long ibt|^ot to pheaSe ; 
The scene of beauty and delifffat is changed ; 
No roses bloom upon my fadmg cheek. 
Nor laughing graces wanton in my eyes ; 
But haggard wief, lean-looiLing, sallow Care, 
And pinmg Discontent, a rueful train. 
Dwell on my brow, all hideous and forlorn. 
One only shadow of a hope is left me ; 
The noble-minded Hastings, of his goodness^ 
Has kindly undertaken to be my advocate. 
And move my humble suit to angry Gloster. 

AUeiu. Does Hastings undertake to plead your 
canset 
But wherefore should he not ? Hastings has eyes ; 
The gentle lord has a right tender heart. 
Melting and easy, yielding to impression. 
And catching the soft flame from each new beauty ; 
But yours shall charm him long. 

J. Share. Away, yoa flatterer I 
Nor charge his generous meaning with a weakness^ 
Which his great soul and virtue must disdain. 
Too much of love thy hapless friend has proved. 
Too many giddy fbohsh hours are gone. 
And in fantastic measures danced away : 
May the remaining few know only friendship* 
So thou, my dearest, truest, best Alicia, 
Vouchsafe to lodge me in thy gentle heart, 
A partner there, I will give up mankind. 
Forget the transports of increasing passion. 
And all the pangs we feel for its decay, 

Alicia. Live I live and reign for ever in my bosom ; 

[Embracing. 
Safe and unrivaird there possess thy own ; 
And you, the brightest of the stars above. 
Ye saints, that once were women here below. 
Be witness of the truth, the holy friendship. 
Which here to this my other self I vow. 
If I not hoU her nearer to my soul. 
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^an eveij other joy the'worid can gtve. 
Let poverty, deformity, and shame. 
Distraction and despair seize me on earth. 
Let not my faithless ghost have peace hereafter^ 
Nor taste the bliss of your celestial fellowship ! 
J. Shore. Yes, thou art true ; and only thou art 
. true : . 
Therefore these jewels, ohce the lavish bounty 
Of royal Edward's love, I trust to thee ; 

[Giving a Casket* 
Receive this, all that I can call my own. 
And let it rest unknown, and safe with thee ; 
That if the state's injustice should oppress me. 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a wanderer. 
My wretchedness may find relief from thee. 
And shelter from the storm. 
- Alicia. My all is thine; 
One common hazard shall attend us both. 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 
But let thy fearful doubting heart be still ; 
The saiiits and angels have thee in their charge. 
And all things shall be well. Think not the good. 
The gentle deeds of mercy thou hast done. 
Shall die forgotten all ; 
£ven man, the merciless insulter man, 
Man, who rejoices in our sex's weakness, 
Shall pity thee, and, with unwonted goodness. 
Forget thy failings, and record thy praise. 
J. Shore, Why should I think, that man will do 
for me 
What yet he never did for wretches like me ? 
Mark by what partial justice we are judged : 
Such is the fate unhappy women find. 
And such the curse entail'd upon our kind. 
That man, the lawless libertine, may rove. 
Free and. unquestioned, through the wilds of love ; 
While woman, sense and nature's easy fool. 
If poor weak woman swerve from virtue's rule. 
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If, stroogly charm'd) she leave the thorny way. 
And in the softer paths of pleasure Btray^ 
Ruin ensues^ reproach and endless shame. 
And one false step entirely damns her fame ; 
In vain with teats the loss she may deplore. 
In vain look back on what she was before i 
She sets, like stars that fall, to rise no more. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



An Apartment in Jane Shore*s House, 

Enter Alici a, speaking to J AVE Shore, as entering. 

Alicia. No farther, gentle friend ; good angels 
guard you. 
And spread their gracious wings about your slum- 

. hers.— 
The drowsy night grows on the world, and now 
The busy craftsman, and th* o*erlabour*d hind. 
Forget the travail of the day in sleep : 
Care only wakes, and moping Pensiveness ; 
With meagre discontented looks they sit. 
And watch the wasting of the midnight taper. 
Such vigib must I keep, so wakes my soul. 
Restless and self-tormented ! Oh, false Hastings ! 
Thou hast destroy'd my peace. — [Knocking witkoutm 
What noise is that? 

b2 
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What visitor is this^ who with bold freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful night and rest. 
With such a rude approach ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. One from the courts 
Lord Hastings (as I think) demands my lady. 

Alicia. Hastings ! — Be still my heart, and try to 
meet him 
With his own arts ; with falsehood — But he comes« 

Enter Lord Hastings ; gpeaks to a Servant as 

entering. 

Hast. Dismiss my train, and wait alone without* — 
Alicia here ! Unfortunate encounter I . 
But be it as it may. 

Alicia. When humbly, thus, 
The great descend to visit the afflicted. 
When thus, unmindful of their rest, they come 
To sooth the sorrows of the midnight mourner. 
Comfort comes with them ; like the golden sun 
Dispels the sullen shades with her sweet influence, . 
And cheers the melancholy house of care. 

JSast. 'Tis true, I would not over-rate a courtesy. 
Nor let the coldness of delay hang on it. 
To nip and blast its favour, like a frost ; 
But rather choose, at this late hour, to come. 
That your fair friend may know I have prevailed ; 
The Lord Protector has received her suit. 
And means to show her grace. 

Alicia. My friend, my lord ! 

Hast. Yes, lady, yours ; none has a right more 
ample 
To task my pow'r than you. 

Alicia. I want the words. 
To pay you back a compliment so courtly ; 
But my heart guesses at the friendly meaning. 
And would not die your debtor* . 



SCKNBI.] JAKB SHORE. 19 

Host. Tis well, madam. 
But I would see your friend. 

Alicia* Oh, thou false lord ! 
I would be mistress of my heaving^ heart. 
Stifle this rising rage, and learn from thee 
To dress my face in easy, dull kidiff 'rence : 
But 'twill not be ; my wrongs will tear their way. 
And rush at once upon thee. 

Hast. Are you wise ? 
Have you the use of reason ? Do you wake 1 
What means this raving, this transporting passion ? 

Alicia. Oh, thou cool traitor ! thou insulting ty- 
rant! 
Dost thou behold my poor distracted heart. 
Thus Tent with agonizing love and rage. 
And ask me what it means ? Art thou not false ? 
Am I not scorn'd, forsaken, and abandoned. 
Left, like a common wretch, to shame and infamy, 
Giv'n up to be the sport of viilain*s tongues. 
Of laughing parasites, and lewd buffoons ; 
And all because my soul has doted on thee 
With love, with truth, and tenderness unutterable ? 

Hast. Are these the proofs of tenderness and love ? 
These endless quarrels, discontents, and jealousies. 
These never-ceasing wailings and complainings. 
These furious starts, these whirlwinds of the soul. 
Which every moment rise to madness ? 

Alicia. What proof, alas ! have I not giv'n of love ? 
What have I not abandoned to thy arms ? 
Have I not set at nought my noble birth, 
A spotless fame, and an unblemished race. 
The peace of innocence, and pride of virtue 1 
My prodigality has given thee all ; 
And, now Fve nothing left me to bestow. 
You hate the wretched bankrupt you have made. 

Hcut. Why am I thus pursued from place to place. 
Kept in the view, and crossed at ev'ry turn ? 
In vain I fly, and, like a hunted deer. 
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Scud o*er the lawns, and hasten to the covert ; 
Ere I can reach my safety, you overtake me 
With the swift malice of some keen reproach, * 
And drive the winged shaft deep in my heart* 

Alicia. Hither you fly, and here you seek repose ; 
Spite of the poor deceit, your arts are known, 
Youx pious, charitable, midnight visits. 

Hast. If you are wise, and prize your peace of 
mind. 
Yet take the friendly counsel of my love ; 
Believe me true, nor listen to your jealousy. 
Let not the devil, which undoes your sex, • 
That cursed curiosity, seduce you 
To hunt for needless secrets, which, neglected. 
Shall never hurt your quiet; but, once known. 
Shall sit upon your heart, pinch it with pain. 
And banish the sweet sleep for ever from you.r 
Go to — be yet advised 

Alicia. Dost thou in scorn 
Preach patience to my rage, and bid me tamdy 
Sit like a poor contented idiot down. 
Nor dare to think thou'st wronged me ? iRmn seize 

thee. 
And swift perdition overtake thy treachery ! 
Have I the least remaining cause to doul^ ? 
Hast thou endeavoured once to hide thy falsehood ? 
To hide it might have spoke some little tenderness. 
And shown thee half unwilling to ando me ; 
But thou disdain'st the weakness of humanity. 
Thy words, and all thy actions, have confessed it ; 
£*en now thy eyes avow it, now they speak. 
And insolently own the glorious villainy. 

Hast. Well, then, I own my heart has broke your 
chains. 
Patient I bore the painful bondage long, 
At length my genVous love disdains your tyranny ; 
The bitterness and stings of taunting ,|ealousy. 
Vexatious days, and jarring, joyless nights. 
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Have driven him forth to seek some safer shelter. 
Where he may rest his weary wings ia peace. 

Alicia. You triumph ! do! and with gigantic pride 
Defy impending vengeance. Heav'h shall wink ; 
No more his-arm shall roll the dreadful thunder. 
Nor send his lightning forth : no more his justice 
Shall visit the presuming sons of men. 
But perjury like thine shall dwell in safety. 

Hast. Whatever my fate decrees for me hereafter. 
Be present to -me now, my better angel ! 
Preserve me from the storm that threatens now. 
And if I have beyond atonement sinn'd, 
Let any other kind of plague overtake me. 
So I escape the fury of that tongue. 

Alicia. Thy pray'r is heard — I go— but know, 
proud lord, 
Howe*er thou scom*st the weakness of my sex, 
This feeble hand may find the means to reach thee. 
However sublime in pow'r and greatness plac'd, 
With royal favour guarded round and grac*d: 
On eagle's wings my rage shall urge her flight. 
And huri thee headlong f^m thy topmost height ; 
Then, like thy fate, superior will I sit. 
And view thee falVn, and grov'ling at my feet; 
See thy last breath with indignation go. 
And tread thee sinking to the shades below. [Exit. 

Hast. How fierce a fiend is passion I With what 
wildness. 
What tyranny untamed it reigns in woman 1 
Unhappy sex ! whose easy yielding temper 
Gives way* to ev'ry appetite alike ; 
And love in their weak bosoms is a rage 
As terrible as hate, and as destructive. 
But soft ye now — for here comes one disclaims 
Strife and her wrangling train ; of equal elements. 
Without one jarring atom was she formed. 
And gentleness and joy make up her being. 



92 J>NB 6UOBK« [^€T If. 

EUer JAV1& 9HOBE, 

Forgive me» fair one, if officibiis ftiendsliip 

intrudes on your repose, and cornea thus late 

To greet you with -the tidings of success. 

The princely Glosterha& vouchsafed your hearing. 

To-morrow he expects you at the court ; 

There plead your cause, with never-failing beauty. 

Speak all your griefs, and find a full redress. 

J, Shore. Thus humbly let your lowly servant 
bend ; [Kne^tMa^ 

Thus let me bow my grateful knee to earth. 
And bless your noble nature for this goodness. 

HasU Rise, gentle dame; you wrong my meaning 
mudi. 
Think me not guilty of a thought so vain. 
To sell my courtesy for thanks like these. 

•/« Shore* Tis true, your bounty is beyond my 
speaking : 
But though my mouth be dumb, my heart shall 

thank you ; 
And when it melts before the throne of merey. 
Mourning and bleeding for my past offences. 
My fervent soul shall breathe one pray V for you. 
If pray Vs of such a wretch are heard on high, 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when most you need. 
The grace and goodness you have shewn to me. 

Hast. If there be aught of merit in my service. 
Impute it there, where most 'tis due, to love : 
Be kind, my gentle mistress, to my wishes. 
And satisfy my panting heart with beauty. 

J. Shore. Alas ! my lord 

Hast. Why bend thy eyes to earth 1 
Wherefore these looks of heaviness and sorrow ? 
Why breathes that sigh, my love ? And wherefore falls 
This trickling show'r of tears, to stain thy sweetness ? 

J. Shore. If pity dwells within your noble breast, 
(As sure it does) oh, speak not to me thus ! 
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Hasi, Can I behold thee, and not speak of love ? 
E'en now, thus sadly as thou stand'st before me. 
Thus desolate, dejected, and forlorn. 
Thy softness steals upon my yielding senses. 
Till my soul faints, and sickens with desire. 
How can'st thou give this motion to my heart. 
And bid my tcmgne be still ? 

J* Share. Cast round your eyes 
Upon the high-bom beauties of the court ; 
Behold, like opening roses, where they bloom, 
Sweet to the sense, unsiiUy'd ail, and spotless : 
There choose some worthy partner of your heart. 
To fill your arms, and bless yoar virtuous bed ; 
Nor turn your eyes this way. 

Host. What means this peevish, this fantastic 
change ? 
Where is thy wonted pleasantness of face, 
Thy wonted graces, and thy dimpled smiles? 
Where hast thou lost thy wit and sportive mirth ? 
That cheerful heart, which used to dance for ever. 
And cast a day of ^adness all around thee ? 

J, Shore. Yes, I will own I merit the reproach ; 
And for those foolish days of wanton pride. 
My soul is justly humbled to the dust : 
All tongues, Hke your*s, are licensed to upbraid me. 
Still to repeat my guilt, to urge my infamy. 
And treat me like that abject thing I have been. 
Yet let the saints be witness to this truth. 
That now, though late, I look with horror back. 
That I detest my wretched self, and curse 
My past, polluted life. All-judging Heav*n, 
Who knows my crimes, has seen my sorrows for them. 

Ha9i. No more of this dull stuff. Tis time enough 
To whine and mortify thyself with penance ; 
The present moments claim more gen'rous use ; 
Thy beauty, night, and soUtude, reproach me. 
For having talk'd«tbus long — come, let me press thee ! 

[Layinff hold on her 
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Pursue the sacred coiiiisels of your soul, 

Which urge you on to virtue ; let not danger^ 

Nor the encumbering world, make faint your purpoae I 

Assisting angels shall conduct your steps. 

Bring you to bliss, and crown your days with peace. 

J. Shore. O, that my head were laid» my siid eyes 
closed. 
And my cold corse wound in my shroud to rest ! 
My painful heart will never cease to beat. 
Will never know a moment's peace till then. 

Dum. Would you be happy leave this fatal place ; 
Fly from the court's pernicious neighbourhood. 
Where innocence is shamed, and blushing modesty- 
Is made the scomer's jest. 

J. Shore. Where should I fly, thus helpless and 

forlorn. 
Of friends and all the means of life bereft ? 

Dum. Belmour, whose friendly care still wakes to 
serve you, 
Has found you out a little peaceful refuge. 
Far from the court and the tumultuous city. 
Within an ancient forest's ample verge. 
There stands a lonely, but a healthful, dwelling. 
Built for convenience and the use of life : 
Around it fallows, meads, and pastures fair, 
A little garden, and a limpid brook. 
By Nature's own contrivance seem'd disposed^ 
Your virtue there may find a safe retreat 
From the insulting powers of wicked greatness. « 

J, Shore. Can there be so much happiness in store! 
A cell like that is all my hopes aspire to. 
Haste, then, and thither let us take our flight. 
Ere the clouds gather, and the wintry sky 
Descends in storms to intercept our passage. 

Dum. Will you then go? You glad ray very soul. 
Banish your fears, cast sdl your cares on me ; 
Plenty and ease, and peace of mind, shall wait you. 
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And make your latter days of Ufe most happy* 

O, lady ! — but I mast not, cannot tcU you 

How ^nxious I have been for all your dangers. 

And how my heart rejoices at your safety. 

So when the spring renews the flow'ry field. 

And Warns the pregnant nightingale to build. 

She seeks the safest shelter of the wood. 

Where she may trust her littie tuneful brood ; 

Where no rude swains her shady cell may know. 

No serpents climb, nor blasting winds may blow; 

Fond of the chosen place, she views it o*er. 

Sits there, and wanders through the grove no more ; 

Warbling she charms it each returning night, 

And loves it with a mother's dear delight. lExeunK 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCBNB I. 

T%e Court. 

Enter Alicia, with a Paper^ 

Alicia. This paper to the great Protector's hand. 
With care and secrecy, must be convey*d ; . 
His bold ambition now avows its aim. 
To pluck the crown from Edward's infant brow. 
And fix it on his own. I know he holds 
My faithless Hastings adverse to his hopes. 
And much^devoted to the orphan king ; 
On that I build : this paper meets hb doubts. 
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And marks my hated rival as the cause 

Of Hastings' zeal for his dead master's sons. — 

Oh, jealousy ! thou bane of pleasing friendship. 

How does thy rancour poison all our sofltnessy 

And turn our gentle natures into bitterness ! 

See where she comes ! once my heart's dearest bless-' 

ing. 
Now my changed eyes are blasted with her beauty. 
Loath that known face, and sicken to behold her. 

Enter Jane Shore. 

J. Shore. Now whither shall I fly to find relief? 
What charitable hand will aid me now ? 
Will stay my failing steps, support my ruin. 
And heal my wounded mind with balmy comfort ? 
O, my Alicia ! 

Alicia, What new grief is this? 
What unforeseen misfortune has surprised thee, 
That thus racks thy tender heart ? 

J. Shore, O, Dumont! 

Alicia. Say, what of him ? 

J. Shore, That friendly, honest man, ^ 

Whom Belmour brought of late to my assistance. 
On whose kind care, whose diligence and faith, 
My surest truth was built, this very morn 
Was seized on by the cruel hand of power. 
Forced from my house, and borne away to prison. 

Alicia. To prison, said you I Can you guess the 
cause ? 

J. Shore. Too well, I fear. His bold defence of me 
Has drawn the vengeance of Lord Hastings on him. 

Alicia. Lord Hastings ! Ha! 

J. Shore. Some fitter time must tell thee 
The tale of my hard hap. Upon the present 
Hang all my poor, my last remaining hopes. 
Within this paper is my suit contained ; 
Here, as the princely Gloster passes forth, 
I wait to give it on my humble knees. 
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And move him for redress. 

{She give^ the Paper to Alicia, v>ho opena and 

seems to read it, 
Alicia, [Aside.'] Now for a wile. 
To stiag my thoughtless rival to the heart ; 
To blast her fatal beauties, and divide her 
For ever from my perjured Hastings* eyes ! 
Their fashions are the same ; it cannot fail. 

IPuUing out the other Paper ^ 
J. Shore* But see, the great Protector comes this 
way; 
Give me the paper, friend. 

Alicia. [Aiide.] For love and vengeance I 

{She gives her the other Paper* 

Enter the Duke of Gloster, Sir Richard 
Ratcliff, Catesbt, Courtiers, and other 
Attendants. 

J. Shore. [Kneelingi Oh, noble Gloster, turn thy 
gracious eye. 
Incline thy pitying ear to my complaint ! 
A poor, undone,' forsaken, helpless woman, 
Intreats a little bread for charity. 
To feed her wants, and save her life from perishing. 
€r/o» Arise, fair dame, and dry your watVy eyes. 
[Receiving the Paper, and raising her. 
Beshrew me, but 'twere pity of his heart. 
That could refuse a boon to such a suitress, 
YeVe got a noble friend to be your advocate ; 
A worthy and right gentle lord he is. 
And to his trust most true. This present now 
Some matters of the state detain our leisure ; 
Those once dispatched, we'll call for you anon, 
And give your griefs redress. Go to ! be comforted. 
J. Shore. Good Heavens repay your highness for 
this pity. 
And shower down blessings on your princely head. 

[Exeunt Jane Shore and Alicia* 
c 2 
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Glo. NoWy by my holidame ! 
Heavy of heart she seems, and sore afflicted. 
But thus it is, vfhen rude calamity 
Lays its strong gripe upon these mincing minions. 
The dainty gew-gaw forms dissolve at once, 
And shiver at the shock. — ^What says the paper ? 

[Seeminff to read. 
Ha ! What is this ? Come nearer, Ratcliff ! Catesby ! 
Mark the contents, and then divine the meaning. 

IHe reads. 

Wonder not, princely Gloster, at the notice^ 
This paper brings you from a friend unknown; 
Lord Hastings is inclined to call you master ^ 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's king ; 
But Shore's bewitching wife misleads his heart. 
And draws his service to king Edward's sons ; 
Drive her away, you break the charm that holds kirn. 
And he, and all his powers, attend on you* 

Rat. Tis wonderful ! 

Cat. The means by which it came 
Yet stranger too ! 

Glo. You saw it given but now. 

Rat. She could not know the purport. 

Glo. No, 'tis plain 

She knows it not, it levels at her life : 

Should she presume to prate of such high matters. 

The meddling harlot, d^ar she should abide it ! 

Cat. What hand soever it comes from, be assured. 
It means your highness well 

Glo. Upon the instant. 
Lord Hastings will be here ; this morn I mean 
To prove him to the quick ; then if he flinch. 
No more but this— away with him at once. 
He must be mine or nothing— — But he comes ! 
Draw nearer this way, and observe me well. 

[^They whisper. 
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Enter Lord Hastings. 

Hast. This foolish woman hangs about my hearty 
Lingers and wanders in^ny fsLttcy still ; 
This coyness is put on, 'tb art and cunning. 

And worn to urge desire 1 must possess her. 

The groom, who lift his saucy hand against me. 
Ere this, is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, e^en she may profit by th' example. 
And teach her beauty not to scorn my pow*r. 

Glo. Thb do, and wait me ere the council sits. — 
[Exeunt Ratcliff and Catesby. 
My lord, you're well encountered : here has been 
A fair petitioner thb morning with us ; 
Believe me, she has won we much to pity her ; 
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made 
To buffet with adversity. I told her 
How worthily her cause you had befriended ; 
How much for your good sake we meant to do. 
That you had spoke, and all things should be well. 

Hast, Your highness binds me ever to your service. 

Gh, You know your friendship is most potent 
with us. 
And shares our power. But of this enough. 
For we have other matters for your ear. — 
The state is out of tune ; distracting fears. 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public councils ; 
Amidst the wealthy city murmurs rise, 
Loud railings, and reproach on those that rule. 
With open scorn of government ; hence credit. 
And public trust *twixt man and man, are broke ;- 
The golden streams of commerce are withheld. 
Which fed the wants of needy hinds and artizans. 
Who therefore curse the great, and threat rebellion. 

Hast. The resty knaves are over-run with ease, 
As plenty ever is the nurse of fact%*on ; 
If in good days, like these, the headstrong herd 
Grow madly wonton and repine, it is 
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Because the reins of power are held too slack. 

And reverend authority of late 

Has worn a face of mercy more than justice. 

Glo. Beshrew my heart ! but you have well divin*d 
The source of these disorders. Who can wonder 
If riot and misrule o*erturn the realm. 
When the crown sits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainly to speak ; hence comes the gen'ral ciy. 
And sum of all complaint : 'twill ne'er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while children govern. 

HasU 'Tis true, the king b young : but what of 
that? 
We feel no want of Edward's riper years. 
While Gloster s valour and most princely wisdom 
So weU supply our infant sovereign's place. 
His youth's support, and guardian to his throne. 

Glo. The council (much I'm bound to thank them 
for't) 
Have placed a pageant sceptre in my hand, 
Barren of power, and subject to control ; 
Scom'd by my foes, and useless to my friends. 
O, worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 
I think I should not suffer rank offence 
At large to lord it in the commonweal : 
Nor would the realm be rent by discord thus. 
Thus fear and doubt betwi&t disputed titles. 

Hast. Of this I am to learn ; as not supposing 
A doubt like this 

Glo» Ay, marry but there is- 



And that of much concern. Have you not heard 
How, on a late occasion. Doctor Shaw 
Has moved the people much about the lawfulness 
Of Edward's issue ? By right grave authority 
Of learning and religion, plainly proving, 
A bastard scion never should be grafted 
Upon a royal stocl^ ; from thence, at full 
Discoursing on my brother's former contract 
To Lady EUizabeUi Lacy, long before 
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His jolly match with that same buxom widow. 
The queen, he left behind him 

Hast. Ill befal 
Such meddling priests, who kindle up confusion. 
And vex the quiet world with their vain scruples I 
By Heaven, 'tis done in perfect spite to peace. 
Did not the king. 

Our royal master, Edward, in concurrence 
With his estates assembled, well determine 
What course the sovereign rule should take hence* 

forward ? 
When shall the deadly hate of faction cease. 
When shall our long-divided land have rest. 
If ev*ry peevish, moody malecontent 
Shall set the senseless rabble in an uproar. 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their brains. 
Each day with some mntastic giddy change ! 

Gh. What if some patriot, for the public good. 
Should vary from your scheme, new-mould the state ? 

Hd^» Curse on the innovating hand attempts it ! 
Remember him, the villain, righteous Heav*n, 
In thy great day of vengeance ! Blast the traitor 
And his pernicious counsels, who for wealth. 
For pow'r, the pride of greatness, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars ! 

Glo. You go too far, my lord. 

HasU Your highness' pardon 

Have we so soon forgot those days of ruin. 

When York and Lancaster drew forth the battles ; 

When, like a matron butcher'd by her sons, 

Our groaning country bled at evVy vein ; 

When murders, rapes, and massacres prevailed ; 

When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd ; 

When insolence and barbarism triumphed. 

And swept away distinction : peasants trod 

Upon the necks of nobles : low were laid 

The reverend crosier, and the holy mitre, r 

And desolation covered all the land ; 
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Who can remember this, and not, like me. 
Here vow to sheatbe a dagger in his heart 
Whose damn'd ambition would renew those horrors. 
And set once more that scene of blood before us ? 

Glo, How now ! so hot ! 

Hast, So brave, and so resolved. 

Glo. Is then our friendship of so little moment. 
That you could arm your band against my life ? 

Hast. I hope your highness does not think I ipean it < 
No, Heav*n forbid, that e'er your princely person 
Should come within the scope of my resentment. 

Glo, O, noble Hastings! Nay, I must embrac< 
. you ; [Emhraces him, 

By holy Paul, y're a right honest man I 
The time is full of danger and distrust. 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for jealousy and light surmise. 
If, when 1 meant to lodge you next my heart, 
I put your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty. 
And live, your king and country's best support : 
For me, I ask no more than honour gives. 
To tfaiidL me yonrs, and rank me with your friends. 

lEdt Gloster. 

Hast, I am not read. 
Nor skiird and practised in the arts of greatness^ 
To kindle thus, and give a scope to passion. 
The duke is surely noble ; but he touched me 
E'en on the tend'rest point ; the master-string 
That makes most harmony or discord to me. 
I own the glorious subject fires my breast. 
And my soul's darling passion stands confessed ; 
BeyoDd or love's or ^endship's sacred band. 
Beyond myself, I prize my native land : 
On this foundation would I build my fame. 
And emulate the Greek and Roman name ; 
Think England's peace bought cheaply with my bloodj 
And die with pleasure for my country's good. 

[Exit 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Court. 

Enter Duke of Gloster, Ratcuff, and 

Catesby. 

Glo, This was the sum of all : that he would brook 
No alteration in the present state. 
Marry, at last, the testy gentleman 
Was almost moy*d to bid us bold defiance ; 
But there I dropt the argument, and, changing 
The first design and purport of my speech, 
I praised his good affection to youog Edward^ 
And left him to believe my thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in the foremention'd matter. 
As nothing bound or trusting to his friendship^ 

Rat. Ill does it thus befal. I could have wishld 
This lord had stood with us. 
His name had been of vantage to your highness. 
And stood our present purpose much in stead. 

Glo, This wayward and perverse declining from us 
Has warranted at full the friendly notice. 
Which we this mom received. I hold it certain. 
This puling, whining harlot rules his reason. 
And prompts his zeal for Edward's bastard brood. 

Cat. If she have such dominion o'er his heart. 
And turn it at her will, you rule her fate ; 
And should, by inference and apt deduction. 
Be arbiter of his. Is not her bread. 
The very means immediate to her being. 
The bounty of your hand ? Why does she live. 
If not to yield obedience to your pleasure. 
To speak, to act, to think as you command ? 
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Rat. Let her instruct her tongue to bear youi 
message; 
Teach ev*ry grace to smile in your behalf. 
And her deluded eyes to gloat for you ; 
His ductile reason \i:ill be wound about. 
Be led and turn'd again, say and unsay. 
Receive the yoke, and yield esiact obedience. 

Glo. Your counsel likes me well, it shall be followed. 
She waits without, attending on her suit. 
Ga call her in, and leave us here alone. 

lExeunt Ratclif? and Catesby. 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy scorn, . 
Who leaves the guidance of imperisd manhood 
To such a paltry piece of stuff as this is 1 
A moppet made of prettiness and pride. 
That oftener does her giddy fancies .change. 
Than glittering dew-drops in the sun do colour-— 
Now, shame upon it ! was our reason giveii 
For such a use ? 
Sure there is something more than witchcraft ia 

them. 
That masters e*en the wisest of us all. — 

Enter 5 A2^E Shore. 

Oh ! you are come most fitly. We have ponder d 
On this your grievance : and though some there are. 
Nay, and those great ones too, who would enforce 
The rigour of our power to afflict you. 
And bear a heavy hand, yet fear not you : 
WeVe ta'en you to our favour : our protection 
Shall stand between, and shield you from mishap. 

J, Shore. The blessings of a heart with anguish 
broken. 
And rescued from despair, attend your highness. 
Alas ! my gracious lord, what have I done, 
To kindle such relentless wrath against me ? 

Glo. Marry there are, though I believe them not. 
Who say ^ou meddle in affairs of state : 
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That you presume to prattle, like a busy-body, 
Give your advice, and teach the lords o' th' council 
What fits the order of the commonweal. 

«/. Shore. Oh, that the busy virorld, at least in this. 
Would take example from a wretch like me ! 
None then would waste their hours in foreign 

thoughts. 
Forget themselves, and what concerns their peace. 
To search, with prying eyes, for faults abroad. 
If all, like me, considered their own hearts. 
And wept the sorrows which they found at home. 

Gh, Go to ? I know your power ; and though I 
trust not 
To ev ry breath of fame, Fm not to learn 
That Hastings is professed your loving vassal. 
But fair befal your beauty : use it wisely. 
And it may stand your fortunes much in stead. 
Give back your forfeit land with large increase. 
And place you high in safety and in honour. 
Nay, I could point a way, the which pursuing. 
You shall not only bring yourself advantage. 
But give the realm much worthy cause to thank you. 

J. Shore. Oh ! where or how — Can my unworthy 
hand 
Become an instrument of good to any ? 
Instruct your lowly slave, and let me fly 
To yield obedience to your dreadcommand. 

Gh. Why, that's well said — Thus then — Observe 
me well. 
The state, for many high and potent reasons. 
Deeming my brother Edward's sons unfit 
For the imperial weight of England's crown — 

J. Shore, Alas ! for pity. 

Glo. Therefore have resolved 
To set aside their unavailing infancy. 
And vest the sovereign rule in abler hands. 
This, though of great importance to the public. 
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Hastings, for very peevishness and spleen^ 
Does stubbornly oppose. 

J, Shore, Does he ? Does Hastings Z 

Glo. Ay, Hastings. 

J. Shore, Reward hiui for the noUe deed» jiu 
■ Heav'ns ! 
For this one action, guard him and distinguish him 
With signal mercies, and with great delivei*ance ; 
Save him from wrong, adversity, and shame. 
Let never-fading honours flourish round him. 
And conseciate his name, e'en to time's end ! 

Glo. How now ! 

J, Shore. The poor, forsaken, royal little ones ! 
Shall they be left a prey to savage power ? 
Can they lift up their harmless hands in vain. 
Or cry to Heaven for help, and not be heard ? 
Impossible ! Oh, gallant generous Hastings, 
Go on, pursue ! assert the sacred cause : 
Stand forth, thou proxy of all-ruling Providence, 
And save the friendless infants from oppression. 
Saints shall assist thee with prevailing prayers. 
And warring angels combat on thy side. 

G/o. YouVe passing rich in this same heav'n 
speech. 
And spend it at your pleasure. Nay, but mark m< 
My favour is not bought with words like these. 
Go to — ^you'll teach your tongue another tale. 

J. Shore. No, though the ro\al Edward has ui 
done me, , 

He was my king, my gracious master still ; 
And can I — O my heart abhors the thought ! — 
Stand by, and see his children robb'd of right ? 

Glo, Dare not, ev'n for thy soul, to thwart n 
further ! 
None of your arts, your feigning and your foolery ; 
Your dainty squeamish coying it to me ; 
Go— to your lord, your paramour ; begone ! 
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Lisp in hb ear, hang wanton on his neck, 
And play your monkey gambols o er to him. 
You know my purpose^ look that you pursue it> 
And make him yield obedience to my will. 
Do it — or woe upon thy harlot^s head. 

«/. Shore, Oh, that my tongue had every grace of 
speech. 
Great and commcmding as tiie breath of kings. 
That I had art and eloquence divine. 
To pay my duty to my master's ashes. 
And plead, till death, the cause of injured innocence. 

Glo. Ha ! Dost thou brave me, minion ! Dost thou 
know 
How vile, how very a wretch, my powV can make 

thee ? 
That I can place thee in such abject state. 
As help shall never find thee ; where, repining. 
Thou shalt sit down, «nd gnaw the earth, mr anguish ; 
Groan to the pitiless winds without return ; 
Howl, like the midnight wolf amidst the desart. 
And curse thy life, in bitterness and misery ? 

J. Shore, Let me be branded for the public soorn^ 
Turned forth and driven to wander like a vagabond. 
Be friendless and forsaken, seek my bread 
Upon the barren wild, and desolate waste. 
Feed on my sighs, and drink my falling tears. 
Ere I consent to teach my lips injustice, 
Or wrong the orphan, who has none to save him. 

Gh, Tis well^— we'll try the temper of your heart. 
What hoa ! Who waits without ? 

J&iter Ratcliff and CateSBT. 

Rai. Your highness* pleasure- 



Glo, Go, some of you, and turn this strumpet 
fottk'i 

Spurn her into the street; there let her perish. 
And rot upon a dunghill. Through the city 
See it proclaimed, that none, ob paia o{ 4(&%)i\\) 
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Presume to give her comfort, food, or harbour; 
Who ministers the smallest comfort, dies. 
Her house, her costly furniture and wealth. 
We sieze on, for the profit of the state. 
Away ! Be gone ! 

•/. Shore. Oh, thou most righteous Judge — 
Humbly behold, I bow myself to thee. 
And own thy justice in this hard decree : 
No longer, then, my ripe offences spare. 
But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 
Yet since 'tis all my wretchedness can give. 
For my past crimes my forfeit life receive ; 
No pity for my sufferings here I crave. 
And only hope forgiveness in the grave. 

[Exit Jane Shoise guarded by Catesby. 

Glo, So much for this. Your project's at an end. 

[To Ratcliff. 
This idle toy, this hilding, scorns my power. 
And sets us all at nought. See that a guard 
Be ready at my call. — 

Rat. The council waits 
Upon you highness* leisure. 

Glo, Bid them enter. 

Enter the Duke of Buckingham, Earl o/" Der- 
by, Bishop o/^Lly, Lord Hastings, andothe^-s, 
as to the Council. The Duke of G lost er tahes 
his Place at the upper End, then the rest sit. 

Derb. In happy times we are assembled here. 
To point the day, and fix the solemn pomp, 
For placing England's crown, with all due rites. 
Upon our sovereign Edward's youthful brow. 

Hast. Some busy meddling knaves, 'tis said, there 
are, 
As such will still be prating, who presume 
To carp and cavil at bis royal right ; 
Therefore, I hold it fitting, with the soonest, 
T' appoint the order of the coronation ; 
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So to approve our duty to the kin^. 

And stay the babbling of such vain gainsayers. 

Derb, We all attend to know your highness' plea-, 
sure, [To Gloster. 

Glo. My lords, a set of worthy inen you are. 
Prudent and just, and careful for the state ; 
Therefore, to your most grave determination 
I yield myself in all thibgs ; and demand 
What punishment your wisdom shall think meet 
T inflict upon those damnable contrivers. 
Who shall with potions, charms, and witching drugs. 
Practice against our person and our life ? 

JSasL So much 1 hold the king your highness* 
debtor. 
So precious are yoik to the commonweal. 
That I presume, not only for myself 
But in behalf of these my noble brothers, 
To say, whoe'er they be, they merit death. 

Glo* Then judge yourselves, convince your eyes, 
of truth ; 
Behold my arm, thus blasted, dry, and withered, 

[Pulling up his Sleeves.' 
Shrunk, like a foul abortion, and decayed. 
Like some untimely product of the seasons, 
Robb'd of its properties of strength and office. 
This is the sorcery of £dward*s wife. 
Who, in conjunction with that harlot Shore, 
And other like confed'rate midnight ha^s, 
By force of potent spells, of bloody characters, 
And conjurations horrible to hear, 
Call fiends and spectres from the yawning deep, 
And set the ministers of hell at work 
To torture and despoil me of my life. 

Hast. If they have done this deed — 

Glo. If they have done it I 
Talk'st thou to me of If 's, audacious traitor ! 
Thou art that strumpet witch's chief abettor, 

D 2 
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The patron and complotter of her mischiefs. 
And join'd in this contrivance for my deaths 
Nay, start not, lords — What ho ! a guard there, sirs ! 

Enter Guards. 

Lord Hastings, I arrest thee of high treason. 
Seize him, and bear him instantly away. 
He shall not live an hour. By holy Paul, 
I will not dine before his head be brought me. 
Batcliff, stay you, and see that it be done : 
The rest that love me, rise and follow me. 

[Exit Gloster, and Lords foihwiuff. 
Hast. What ! and no more but this — How ! to the 

scaffold ? 
Oh, gentle Ratcliff ! tell me, do I hold thee ? 
Or if I dream, what shall I do to wake, ^ 

To break, to struggle through this dread confusion ? 
For surely death itself is not so painful 
As is this sudden horror and surprise. 

Rat. You heard, the duke's commands to me were 

absolute. 
Therefore, my lord, address you to your shrift 
With all good speed you may. Summon your cou« 

rage. 
And be yourself: for you must die this instant. 
Hast. Yes, Ratclif}'^ I will take thy friendly coun* 

sel. 
And die as a man should : 'tis somewhat hard 
To call my scattered spirits home at once ; 
But since what must be must be — let necessity 
Supply the place of time and preparation. 
And arm me for the blow. 'Tis but to die, 
'TIS but to venture on that common hazard. 
Which many a time in battle I have run ; 
'TIS but to close my eyes, and shut out day-light. 
To view no more the wicked, ways of men. 
No longer to behold the tyrant Gloster, 
And be a weeping witness of the woes, 
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The desolation, slaughter, and calamities, 
Wliich he shall bring on this unhappy land* 

Enter Alicia, 

Alicia. Stand off, and let me pass — I will, I must. 
Catch him once more in these despairing arms. 
And hold him to my heart — O Hastings, Hastings ! 

Hast. Alas ! why com'st thou at this dreadful mo- 
ment. 
To fill me with new terrors, new distractions ; 
To turn me wild with thy distempered rage. 
And shock the peace of say departing soul ? 
Away, I pr'ythee leave me ! 

Alicia. Stop a minute 
Till my full griefs find passage — Oh, the tyrant ! 
Perdition fall on Gloster's head and mine ! 

Hast. What means thy frantic grief? 

Alicia. I cannot speak- 
But I have murder'd thee— ^Oh, I could tell thee ! 

Host. Speak, and give ease to thy conflicting pas- 
sion! 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in suspense. 
Oh ! speak and leave me. 
For I have business would employ an age. 
And but a minute's time to get it done in. 

Alicia. That, that's my grief— 'tis I that urge thee 
on. 
Thus hunt thee to the toil, sweep thee from earth. 
And drive thee down this precipice of fate. 

Hast. Thy reason is grown wild. Could thy weak 
hand 
Bring on this mighty ruin ? If it could, 
What have I done so grievous to thy soul. 
So deadly, so beyond the reach of pardon. 
That nothing but my life can make atonement ? 

Alicia. Thy cruel scorn had stung me to the heart. 
And set my burning bosom all in flames : 
Raving and mad I flew to my revenge. 



i 
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And writ I knew ncrt what — told ihe Protector, 
That Shore*s detested wife> by wiles had won thee 
To plot against his greatness — he believ'd it, 
(Oh, dire event of my pernicious counsel !) 
And while I meant destruction on her head. 
He has turned it all on thine. 

Hast. Now mark ! and tremble at Heaven^s just 
award : • 
While thy insatiate wrath and full revenge 
Pursued the innocence which never wrong'd thee. 
Behold, the mischief falls on thee and me : 
Remorse and heavinesil of heart shall wait thee. 
And everlasting anguish be thy portion. 
For me, the snares of death are wound about me. 
And now in one poor moment I am gone. 
Oh ! if thou hast one tender thought remaining. 
Fly to thy closet, fall upon thy knees. 
And recommend my parting soul to mercy. 

Alicia. Oh ! yet, before I go for ever from thee. 
Turn thee in gentleness and pity to roe, iKneetimg 
And in compassion of my strong afiiiction, 
Say, is it possible you can forgive - 
The fatal rashness of ungovern^d love ? 
For, oh ! 'tis certain if I had not loved thee 
Beyond my peace, my reason, fame, and life, 
This day of horror never should have known us. 

Hast, Oh ! rise, and let me hush thy stormy sor- 
rows. [Raising her 
Assauge thy tears, for I will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy fair one. 
I see the hand of Heav*n is arm'd against me ; 
And, in mysterious providence, decrees 
To punish me by thy mistaken hand. 
Most righteous doom ! for, oh, while t behold thee. 
Thy wrongs rise up in terrible array, 
And charge thy ruin on me i thy fair fame. 
Thy spotless beauty, innocence, and youth. 
Dishonoured, blasted, and betray *d by mc. 
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Alicia. And does thy heart relent for my undoing ? 
Oh, that inhuman Gloster could be mov'd 
But half so eisisily as I can pardon ! 

Hast. Here then exchange we mutually forgiveness : 
So may the guilt of all my broken vows. 
My perjuries to thee, be all forgotten. 
As here iny soul acquits thee of my death. 
As here I part without one angry thought. 
As here I leave thee with the softest tenderness. 
Mourning the chance of our disastrous loves. 
And begging Heav'n to bless and to support thee. 

Rat, My lord, dispatch ; the duke has sent to 
chide me. 
For loit'ring in my duty—-* 

Hast. I obey. 

AUcia. Insatiate, savage monster ! Is a moment 
So tedious to thy malice ? Oh, repay him. 
Thou great Avenger ! give him blood for blood. 
Guilt haunt him ! fiends pursue him ! lightnings 

blast him ! 
That he may know how terrible it is 
To want that moment he denies thee now. 

Hast. This rage is all in vain. 
Retire, I beg thee ; 

To see thee thus, thou know*st not how it wounds me ; 
Thy agonies are added to my bwn. 
And make the burden more than I can bear. 
Farewell — Good angels visit thy afflictions. 
And bring thee peace and comfort from above. 

Alicia. O, stab me to the heart, some pitying hand. 
Now strike me dead 



Hast. One thing I had forgot- 



I charge thee, by our present common miseries ; 
By our past loves, if yet they have a name ; 
By all thy hopes of peace here and hereafter. 
Let not the rancour of thy hate pursue 
The innocence of thy unhappy friend : 
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Thou know'st who 'tis I mean.— 0> shotdd'st tiiou 

wrong her ! 
Just Heaven shall double all ihy woes upon tiieou 
And make them know no end. — ^Remember this. 
As the last warning of a dying man., 
farewell, for ever ! 

[Tke Guards carry Hastings off. 

Alicia. For ever ! Oh, for ever I — , 

Oh, who can bear to be a wretch for ever I — 

My rival, too I Hb last thoughts hang on her ; 

And, as he parted, left a blessing for her. 

Shall she be blest, and I be curst, for ever ? 

No— since her fatal beauty was the cause 

Of all my sufferings, let her share my pains ; 

Let her, like me, of ev'ry joy forlorn. 

Devote the hour when such a wretch was bom ; 

Like me, with cries, distracted fill the air. 

Tear her poor bosom, rend her frantic hair» 

And prove the torments t>f the last despair I [ExiU 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



I%e Street. 



JSnter Belmour and Dumont. 

Dum. You saw her then ? 

Bel. I met her, as returning. 
In solemn penance, from the public cross : 
Before her, certain rascal officers. 
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Slaves in authority, the knaves of justtce. 
Proclaimed the tyrant Gloster's cruel orders. 
Around her, numberless^ the rabble flow'd. 
Shouldering each other, crowding lor a view. 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitying — but those, alas ! how few! — 
The most, such iron hearts we are, and such 
The base barbarity of human kind. 
With insolence ana lewd reproach pursued her. 
Hooting and raUing, and with villainous hands 
Gathering the filth from out the comnnm ways. 
To hurl upon her head ! 

Dum. Inhuman' dogs ! — 
How did she bear it? 

Bel. With the gentlest patience ; 
Submissive, sad, and lowly was her look ; 
A burning taper in her hand she bore. 
And on her shoulders carelessly confus'd, 
With loose neglect, her lovely tresses hung ; 
Upon her cheek a faintish flush was spread. 
Yet silent still she past and unrepining ; 
Her streaming eyes bent ever on the earth. 
Except when in some bitter pang of sorrow. 
To heav'n she seem'd in fervent zeal to raise. 
And beg that mercy man deny'd her here. 

Dum, When was this piteous sight? 

Bel, These last two days. 
You know my care was wholly bent on you. 
To find the happy means of your deliverance, 
Which but for Hastings' death I had not gain'd. 
buring that time, although I have not seen her. 
Yet divers trusty messengers I've sent. 
To wait about, and watch a fit convenience 
To give her some relief, but all in vain ; 
A churlish guard attends upon her steps. 
Who menace those with death that bring her comfort. 
And drive all succour from her. 

Dum, Let them threaten ; 



i 
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Let proud oppression prove its fiercest malice ; 

So Heaven befriend my soul, as here I vow 

To give her help, and share one fortune with her. 

BeL Mean you to sec her» thus, in your own form 

Dum, I do. 

Bel. And have you thought upon the consequent 

Dvnt. What is there I should fear? 

BeL Have you examined 
Into your inmost heart, and try'd at leisure 
The several secret springs that move the passions t 
Has mercy fix^d her empire there so sure, . 
That wrath and vengeance never may return? 
Can you resume a husband's name, and bid 
That wakeful dragon,"fierce resentment, sleep? 

Dum, O thou hast set my busy brain at work 
And now she musters up a train of images. 
Which to preserve my peace, I had cast aside. 
And sunk in deep oblivion— Oh, that form I 
That angel face on which my dotage hung ! 
How I have gaz'd upon her, till my soul 
With very eagerness went forth towards her. 
And issued at my eyes — Was there a gem. 
Which the sun ripens in the Indian mine. 
Or the rich bosom of the ocean yields ; 
What was there art could make, or wealth con 

buy, •• 

Which I have left unsought to deck her beauty ? 
What could her king do more ? — And yet she fled 

Bel. Away with that sad fancy 

Bum. Oh, that day ! 
The thought of it must live for ever with me. 
I met her, Belmour, when the royal spoiler 
Bore her in triumph from my widow*d home 1 
Within his chariot, by his side she sat. 
And listen'd to his talk with downward looks. 
Till sudden as she chanced aside to glance. 
Her eyes encounter d mine — Oh ! then, my frieni 
Oh ! who can paint my grief and her amazement 
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As at the stroke of death, twice turn'd she pale ; 
And twice a burning crimson blushed all o'er her ; 
Then, with a shriek, heart-wounding, loud she cried. 
While down her cheeks two gushing torrents ran 
Fast falling on her hands, which thus she wrung-.— 
Moved at her grief, the tyrant ravisher. 
With courteous, action, woo*d her oft to turn ; 
Earnest he seem*d to plead, but all in vain ; 
£v*n to the last she bent her sight towards me. 
And foUow*d me— till I had lost myself. 

Bel. Alas, for pity ! Oh ! those speaking tears ! 
Could they be false ? did she not suffer with you ? 
For though the king by force possessed her person. 
Her uncons^nting heart dwelt still with you ; 
If all her former woes were not enough. 
Look on her now ; behold her where she wanders. 
Hunted to death, distressed on ev*ry side. 
With no one hand to help ; and tell me then. 
If ever misery were known like her's ? ^ 

Dum. And can she bear it ? Can that delicate frame 
Endure the beating of a storm so rude ? 
When she was mine, no care came ever nigh her ; 
I thought the gentlest breeze, that wakes the spring. 
Too rough to breathe upon her ; cheerfulness 
Danced all the day before her, and at night 
Soft slumbers waited on her downy pillow — 
Now sad and shelterless, perhaps, she lies. 
Where piercing winds blow sharp, and the chill rain 
Drops from some pent-house on her wretched head. 

It is too much Hence with her past offences. 

They are atoned at full Why stay we then ? 

Oh ! let us haste, my friend, and find her out. 

Bel, Somewhere about this quarter of the town, 
I hear the poor abandoned creature lingers : 
Her guard, though set with strictest watch to keep 
All food and friendship from her, yet permit her 
To wander in the streets, there chuse her bed. 
And rest her head on what cold stone she pWas^^. 

£ 
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Dum. Here let us then divide ; each in his roand 
To search her sorrows out ;' whose hap it is 
First to behold her, this way let him lead 
Her faintmg steps, and meet we here together* 



SCENE II. 



A Street. 



Enter Jane Shore, her Hair hanging loose om her 
Shoulders, and barefooted. 

J. Shore. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, O, my 
soul! 
For are not thy tran^ressions great and numberless t 
Do they not cover thee like rising floods. 
And press thee like a weight of waters down ? . 
Wait then with patience, till the circling hours 
Shall bring the time of thy appointed rest. 
And lav thee down in death. 
And hark, methinks the roar, that late pursued me. 
Sinks like the murmurs of a falling wind. 
And sofEens into silence. Does revenge 
And malice then grow weary, and forsake me ? 
My guard, too, that observed me still so close. 
Tire in the task of their inhuman office. 
And loiter far behind. Alas I I faint, 
My spirits fail at once — ^This is the door 

Of my Alicia Blessed opportunity ! 

ril steal a little succour from her goodness. 
Now while no eye observes me« 

[She hnoeks at the Door. 
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Enter a Servant. 

Is your lady. 

My geatle niend, at home ? Oh ! bring me to her. 

[Going in, 

Serv. Hold, mistress, whither would you? 

J. Shore. Do you not know me ? 

Serv. I know you well, and know my orders, too : 
You must not enter here. 

J. Shore, Tell my Alicia, 
Tis I would see her. 

Serv, She is ill at ease. 
And will admit no visitor. 

J, Shore. But tell her, 
Tis I, her friend, the partner of her heart. 
Wait at the door and beg — 

Serv, *Tis all in vain, — 
Go hence^ and howl to those that will regard you. 

[Shuts the Door, and exit* 

J, Shore, It was not always thus ; the time has 
been. 
When this unfriendly door, that bars my passage. 
Flew wide, and almost leaped from off its hinges. 
To give me entrance here ; 
When my approach was made a little holiday. 
And every face was dressed in smiles to meet me : 
But now 'tis otherwise ; and those, who bless'd me. 
Now curse me to my face. Why should I wander. 
Stray further on, for I can die ev*n here ! 

[She sits down at the Door, 

Enter Alicia in disorder, 

Alicia, What wretch art thou, whose misery and 
baseness. 
Hangs on my door ; whose hateful whine of woe 
Breaks in upon my sorrows, and distracts 
My jarring senses with thy beggar's cry? 

J. Shore* A very beggar, and a wretch indeed ; 
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One driv'n by strong ealamity to seek 

For succours here ; one perishing for ^nt. 

Whose hunger has not tasted food these three days ; 

And humbly asks, for charity's dear sake, 

A draught of water and a little bread. 

Alicia, And dost thou come to me, to me for 
bread ? 
I know thee not~Go— hunt for it abroad. 
Where wanton hands upon the earth have scattered it, 
Or cast it on the waters — Mark the eagle. 
And hungry vulture, where they wind the prey ; 
Watch where the ravens of the valley feed. 
And seek thy food with them — 1 know thee not. 

J, Shore. And yet there was a time, when my 
Alicia 
Has thought unhappy Shore her dearest blessing. 
And mourn'd the live^long day she passed without 

me; 
Inclining fondly to me she has sworn. 
She loved me more than all the world besides. 

Alicia. Ha ! say'st thou I Let me look upon thee 
well- 
'Tis true~I know thee now — A mischief on thee ! 
Thou art that fatal fair, that cursed she. 
That set my brain a madding. Thou hast robb'd me ? 
Thou hast undone me — Murder ! Oh, my Hastings ! 
See his pale bloody head shoots glaring by me ! 
Give me him back again, thou soft deluder. 
Thou beauteous witch ! 

J, Shore. Alas ! I never wrong'd thee Oh ! 

bestow 
Some poor remain, the voiding of thy table ! 

Alicia. Avaunt ! and come not near me — 

J. Share. To thy hand 
I trusted all ; gave my whole store to you. 
Nor do I ask it back ; allow me but 
The smallest pittance, give me but to eat. 
Lest I fall dovm and perish here before thee. 
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Alicia* Nay ! tell me not ! Where is thy king, thy 
Edward, 
And all the smiling, cringing train of courtiers. 
That bent the knee before thee ? 

J. Shore, Oh! for mercy! 

Alicia, Mercy ! I know it not — for I am miserable. 
Ill give thee misery, for here she dwells. 
This is her house, where the sun never dawns. 
The bird c^ night sits screaming o*er the roof. 
Grim spectres sweep along the horrid gloom. 
And nought is heard but waitings and lamentings. 
Hark ! something cracks above I it shakes, it totters ! 
And see, the nodding ruin falls to crush me ! 
Tis ^rn, 'tis here ! I f^k it on my brain ! 
yfhy shouldst thou be a wretch ? Stab, tear thy heart, 
And rid thyself of this detested being ; 
I will not linger long behind thee here. 
A waving flood of bluish Are swells o'er me ; 
And now 'tis out, and I am drown'd in blood. 
Ha ! what art thou 1 thou horrid headless trunks 
It is my Hastings ! see he v^afls me on ! 
Away ! I go, I fly ! 1 follow thee ! 

[She runs offl 

J. Shore, Alas ! she raves ; her brain, I fear, is 
tum*d. 
In mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'n, 
Nor visit her for any wrong to me. 
Sure I am near my journey's end ; 
My head runs round, my eyes begin to fail. 
And dancing shadows swim before my sight. 
I can no more*— [Zie« down.'] — receive me, thou cold 

earth. 
Thou common parent, take me to thy bosom, 
And let me rest with th^e. 

Enter Belmour. 

Bei, Upon the ground ! 
Thy miseries can never lay thee lower. 

E 2 
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Look up, thou poor afflicted one ! thou mourner. 
Whom none has comforted ! Where are thy friends. 
The dear companions of thy joyful days. 
Whose hearts thy warm prosperity made glad. 
Whose arms were taught to grow like ivy round thee^ 
And bind thee to their bosoms ? — ^Thus with thee. 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they said. 
Now where are they ? 

J, Share, Ah, Belmour ! where indeed? They stand 
aloof. 
And view my desolation from afar ; 
And yet thy goodness tumVl aside to pity me* 
Alas ! there may be danger ; get thee gone ! 
Let me not pull a ruin on thy head. 
Leave me to die alone, for I am falFn 
Never to rise, and all relief is vain. 

Bel. Yet raise thy drooping head ; for I am come 
To chase away despair. Behold ! where yonder 
That honest man, that faithful, brave Dumont, 
Is hasting to thy aid 

J. Shore. Dumont ! Ha ! where ? 

IRaisitig herself, and looking about* 
Then heav'n has heard my pray*r ; his very name 
Renews the spring of life, and cheers my soul. 
Has he then 'scaped the snare ? 

Bel. He has ; but see 

He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew. 
For now he wears your better angel's form. 
And comes to visit you with peace and pardon. 

Enter Shore. 

■ 

J. Shore. Speak, tell me ! Which is he ? And, oh ! 
what would 
That dreadful vision ! See, it comes upon me — 

It is my husband-^ Ah ! ^She swoons. 

Shore. She faints ! support her ! 
Bel. Her weakness could not bear the strong sur* 
prise. 
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But see, she stirs ! And the returnuig blood 
Faintly begins to bksh again, and kindle 
Upon her ashy cheek 

Shore. So — gently raise her — [Raising her up. 

J. Shore. Ha ! what art thou ? Belmour ! 

Bel. How fare you, lady? 

J. Shore. My heart is thrill*d with horror. 

Bel. Be of courage — 
Your husband lives ! 'tis he, my worthiest friend — . 

J. Shore. Still art thou there !— Still dost thou 
hover round me ! 
Oh, save me, Belmour, from his angry shade ! 

Bel. Tis he himself — he lives ! look up — 

J. Shore. I dare not ! 
Oh ! that my eyes could shut him out for ever — 

Shore. Am I so hateful, then, so deadly to thee, 
To blast thy eyes with horror ? Since I'm grown 
A burden to the world, myself, and thee. 
Would I bad ne'er survived to see thee more ! 

J. Shore. Oh ! thou most injured — dost thou live 
indeed ! 
Fall then, ye mountains, on my guilty head ! 
Hide me, ye rocks, within your secret caverns ! 
Cast thy black veil upon my shame, O night ! 
And shield me with thy sable wing for ever. 

Shore. Why dost thou turn away ? — ^Why tremble 
thus ? 
Why thus indulge thy fears, and in despair. 
Abandon thy distracted soul to horror ? 
Cast every black and guilty thought behind thee. 
And let 'em never vex thy quiet more. 
My arms, my heart, are open to receive thee. 
To bring thee back to thy forsaken home, 
WiUi tender joy, with fond forgiving love. 
Let us haste. 

Now while occasion seems to smile upon us. 
Forsake this place of shame, and find a shelter. 

J. Shore. What shall I say to you? But I obc^— 



56 JANB SHORE. [^Cf. V» 

Shore, Lean 6n my arm— 

J. Shore, Alas ! Tm wondrous faint : 
But that's not strange, I have not eat these thife 
days. 

Shore. Oh, merciless ! 

J, Shore. O ! I am sick at heart ! 

Shore. Thou murderous sorrow ! 
Wilt thou still drink her blood, pursue her still ? 
Must she then die ! Oh, my poor penitent ! 
Speak peace to my sad heart I — She hears me not ; 
Grief masters every sense — 

Enter Catesbt, with a Guard. 

Cat. Seize on them both, as traitors to the state — 

Bel. What means this violence ? 

[Guards lay hold on Shore and Belmour. 

Cat. Have we not found you ' 

In scorn of the Protector's strict command. 
Assisting this base woman, and abetting 
Her infamy ? 

Shore. Infamy on thy head ! 
Thou tool of power, thou pander to authority ! 
I tell thee, knave, thou know'st of none so virtuous. 
And she that bore thee was an u£thiop to her. 

Cat. You'll answer this at full — Awav with them. 

Shore. Is charity grown treason to your court ? 
What honest man would live beneath such rulers ? 
I am content that we should die together 

Cat. Convey the men to prison ; but for her» 
Leave her to hunt her fortune as she may. 

J. Shore. I will not part with him — for me! — foi 
me! 
Oh ! must he die for me ! 

[Following him as he is carried off-^ShefaUs, 

Shore. Inhuman villains ! 

[Breaks from the Guards, 

Stand off! TI;3 agonies of death are on her 

She pulls^ she gripes me hard with her cold hand. 



SCENE 1I«] JANE SHORE. 57 

J» Shore, Oh ! let him go, ye ministers of terror. 
He shall offend no more, for I will die. 
And yield obedience to your cruel master. 
Tarry a little, but a little longer. 
And take my last breath with you. 

Shore, Oh, my love ! 
Why dost thou fix thy dying eyes upon me, 
With such an earnest, such a piteous look. 
As if thy heart were full of some sad meaning 
Thou could'st not speak ? 

•/. Shore. Forgive me ! ^but forgive me ! 

shore. Be witness for me, ye celestial host. 
Such mercy and such pardon as my soul 
Accords to thee, and begs of Heaven to shew thee. 
May such befal me at my latest hour. 
And make my portion blessed or cursed for ever ! 

J„ Shore, Then all is well, and I shall sleep in 
peace — 
Was there not something I would have bequeathed 

you? 
But I have nothing left me to bestow. 
Nothing but one sad sigh. Oh I mercy, Heav'n ! 

iDies. 

Bel. There fled the soul, 
And kit her load of misery behind. [^Exeunt omnes. 



THE END 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



-Alexandria. The Interior of Cleofatka* a Palace* 



Enter Cakidius and Philo. 

Can. NaVy but this dotage of our general 
Overflows the measure ; those, his goodly eyes. 
That, o'er the files and musters of the war. 
Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn 
The office, and dcvotioni of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain's heart, 
Whidi, in the seizes of great fights, hath burst 
The buckles of his breast, disowns all temper; 
And is become the bellows and the fan. 
To cool a gipsy's passions. Look, they come* 

[^Flourislu 

Enter Antony, Cleopatra, and their Train, Eu^ 

nuchsjanning her* 

Take but good note, and you shall see in him 
The triple pillar of the world transformed * 
Into a wanton's fool. Behold ! 

a2 
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Cle. If it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
AnL There's beggary in the love that can be 

reckoned. 
Ge. I'll set 1^ bdurh how fwt to be beloved. 
Ant^ Then must thou needs find out new Heav^D^ 

new earth. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Attend* News, my good lord, from Rome. 

Ant* Grates nie z^^The sum I 

Cle. Nay, hear them, Antony. 
Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; or, who knows 
If the scarce-bearded Caesar have not sent 
His powerful mandate to you—** Do this, or this | 
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that ; 
Ferform't, or else we damn thee,** 

Ant* How, my love ! 

Cle, Perchance, — nay, and most like, — 
You must not stay here longer ; your dismission 
Is come from Caesar ; therefore, hear it, Antony. — 
Where's Fulvia's process I Caesar's^ I would say ^ 

both? 
Call in the messengers. — As I am Egypt's queen, 
Thbu blushest, Antony, and that blood of thine 
Is Caesar's homager : so thy cheek pays shame 
When slirill-'tongued Fulvia scolds. The messene:ers I 

[Calling. 

Ant. Let Rome in Tylfer melt, and the wide arch 
Of the ranged empire fall ! Here is my space : 
Kingdoms are clay ; the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus. [Kisses her hand. 

Cle. Excellent falsehood 1 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ? 
I seem the fool I am not ; Antony 
Will be himself. 

Ant, Now, for the love of Love, and his soft hout%» 
Let's not confound the time with conference harsh \ 
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e's not a minute of our lives should stretch 
out some pleasure now. What sport to-night ? 
;• Hear the ambassadors. 
it. Fie» wrangh'ng queen ! 
m every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
reep ; whose every passion fully strives 
lake itself in thee, mir and admired ! 
nessenger but thine. Come, come, my queen ! — 
k not to us. Z^o the Attendant, 

[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Drain, 
hilo. Triumphant lady !-^But, since messengers^ 
1 many his contriving friends, in Rome, 
ion his return, now Antony 
t leave her utterly. 
in* Never; he will not. 
cannot wither her, nor custom stale 
infinite variety : Other women cloy 
appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry, 
ire most she satisfies. 
hilo» I am full sorry that he so approves 
common liar, who, we ofl have heard, 
s speaks of him at Rome. But I will hope 
letter deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy ! 

[Exeunt severally^ 



SCENE II. 



llexandria. A Room in Cleopatra's Palace. 



JEw/er Antony; FROcvL^ivsfollotving, 

Vo. Fulvia, thy wife, first came into the fields 
int» Against my brother Lucius ? 
Vo. Ay : 



8 ANTOmr AND GLSOYATmA* [ACT I. 

But soon that war had end; and the time's state 

Made firiends of them» joming their force 'gainst 
Caesar; 

Whose better issue in the war from Italy» 

Upon the first encounter, dnive thenu 
Ant. Well, 

What worst i 
Pro. The nature of bad news. infects the teUer* 
Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward* Osk ; 

Things that are past are done, with me. *Tla thus ; 

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 

I hear him, as he flattered. 
Pro. Lahienus 

Hath, with his Parthian force, extended Asia. 

His conquering banner firom Euphrates shook^ 

From Syria to Lydia, and Ionia ; 

Whilst 

Ant. Antony, thou would*st sa y 
Pro. O, my lord ! ■ 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general 
tongue ; 

Name Cleopatra as she's call'd in Rome : 

Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase, and taunt my fiuilts, 

With such full licence as both truth and malice. 

Have power to utter. 

From Sicyon how the news ? Speak there. 
Pro. The man firom Sicyon. — Is there such a one i 
Attend. [Without] He stays upon your wilL 
Ant. Let him appear : — And fare thee well awhOe^ 
Pro. At your noble pleasure. [Exit* 

Ant. These strong £g3rptian fetters I must break. 

Or lose myself in dotage. 

Enter a Messenger. 

What are you ? 
Mes. Fulvia, thy wife, is dead. 
Ant. Where died she i . . 

Mes. In Sicyon 
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Her length of sickness, with what else, more serious, 
Importeth thee to know, this tells. [Gives a letter^ 
Ant, Forbear me ■ [Exit Messenger. 

There's a great spirit gone ! thus did I desire it : 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 
We wish it ours again : She's good, bdng lost : 
The hand could pluck her back, that forced her on. 
I must from this enchanting queen break off; 
Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know^ 
My idleness doth hatch. How now^ Enobarbus ! 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What's your pleasure, sir \ 
Ant I must hence ; hence with haste. 
En(h Why, then, we kill all our women. If they 
suffer our departure, death's the word^ 
Ant. I must be gone* 

Eno. Under a compellmg occadon, let women die. 
It were pil^ to cast them away for nothing. Cleo- 
patra, catching but the least noise of this, dies in- 
stantly. I have seen her die twenty times, upon a far 
poorer occasion* 
Ant. She is cunning, past man's thought Fulvia 

is dead. 
Eno* Fulvia! 
Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, sir, gire the gods a thankful sacrifice. 
If there were no more women but Fulvia, then were 
the case to be lamented : — ^the tears live in an onion 
that should water this sorrow. 

Ant. No more light answers. Let our oiEcers 
Have notice what we purpose : I shall break 
The cause of our expedience to the queen. 
Say, our pleasure, 

To such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick removal hence. 
Bno. Ishalldo't. [Exeunt^ 
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fiCINBIII* 



A Room in Clbopatra's Pttlaee* 

Ck. Where is he ? 

CAar. I did not see him ainoe.! 

Ck. [To Alsxas.] See where he k, who's wkh 
Ittoii what he doe o g 
I did not send ;^oii« If you find him «id» 
Say, I am dancing; if in muth, report 
That I am sudden sick. Quick^ and return. 

Char. Madam, methinks^ if you did lore hini 

dearly, 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cle. What should I do I do not e 

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him in 

nothing. 
Cle* Thou teachest like a fool ;— the way to lose 

him. 
Char. Tempt him not so too far; 

Enier Antony. 

But here comes Antony. 

Cle. 1 am sick and sullen. [2b Charmiom aside. 

Ard. I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose. 

CU. Help me away, dear Charmion, I shall nil ; 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it* 

Ara. Nowy my dearest queen* 
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de* FrSLj jouy stand fardier from me* 
AnU What's the matter i 
Ck. I know, by that same eye, there's some good 
news; 
"What says the married woman i You may go : 
Would she bad never given ycTU leave to come ! 
Let her not say, 'tis / that keep you here, 
I have no power upon you ; her's you are. 
Ata. ¥he gods oest know— - 
Cle» O, never was there queen 
So mightily betray'd ! Yet, at the first, 
I saw the treason planted* 
AnU Cleopatr a 

Cle* Why should I think you can be mine, and true. 
Though you, in swearing, shake the throned gods. 
Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotous madness^ 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows. 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 
Ant* Most sweet queen ! 

€&• Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going; 
But, bid farewell, and go ; when you sued staying. 
Then was the time for words. No going then ; 
Eternity was in our lips and eyes ; 
Bliss in our brows, and none our parts so poor, 
But was a race of Heaven. 
AfU* Hear me, queen ; 
The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services awhile ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil swords; my more particular, 
And that which most with you should safe my going. 
Is Fulvia's death. 
Cle, Her death! — Can Fulvia d;e ? 
Ant. She's dead, my queen. 
Cfe. O, most false love ! 
Wbere be the sacred vials thou should'st fill ^ 
With sorrowful water ? Now I see, I see, 
b Fulvia's death, how mine shall be received. 
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AnU Quarrel no more^ but be prepared to know 
The purposes I bear; which are, or cease. 
As you shall give advice. Now^ by the fire 
That quickens Nilus' slime, I go out hence 
Thy soldier, servant ; makmg peace, or war. 
As thou afifect'st. 

Ck. Cut my lace, Charmion ; come ; 
But let it be ; I am quickly ill and well, 
So Antony loves. • . 

AnU My precious queen, forbear ; 
And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An honourable trial. 

Oe. So was Fulvia told : 

I pr'ythee, turn aside, and weep for her. 
Then bid adieu to me, and say, the tears 
Belong to £g3rpt. Good now, play one scene 
Of excellent dissembling : and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 

jinU YouMl heat my blood ; no more. 

Ck* You can do better yet ; but this is meetly. 

AnU Now, by my swor d 

Ck. And target, — still he mends ; 
But this is not the best. Look, pr'ythee, CharmicHiy 
How this Herculian Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 
^ Ant. V\\ leave you, lady. 

Ch. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part ; but that's not it ; 
Sir, you and I have loved,<i— but there's not it ; 
That you know well. Something it is, I would^'-n 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And 1 am ail forgotten. 

AnU But that your majesty 
Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

C^. Your honour calls you hence : 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly. 
And all the gods go with you ! On your sword 



4CEKE IV.] AKTONY AND GLEOPATltA. 18 

Sit laurelPd victory; and smooth success 
Be strew'd before your feet ! 

Ant. Let us go : — Come on ; 
Our separation so abides and flies, 
That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me. 
And I| hence fleeting, here remain with thee.- 

[ExeurU severally* 



SCENE IV. 



Home. A Room in CisSAR's Palace, 



Enter Octavius Cjesar, Lepidus, and their 

Trains* 

C<BS. You may see Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Caesar's natural vice to hate 
Our great competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the news ; he fishes, drinks, and wastes 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more man-like 
Than Cleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or 
Voucbafed to think he had partners. You shall find 

there 
A man, who is the abstract of all faults, 
That all men follow. 

Zep. I must not think there are 
Evils enough to darken all his goodness* 
His faults, in him, seem as hereditary 
Kather than purchased ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooses. 

CcBs, You arc too indulgent* Grant it not amisa 
To give a kingdom for a mirth, to sit \ 
And keep the turn of tipling with a slave \ 
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To reel the streets at noon ; say this becomes him ^ 
( As his composure must be rare, indeed. 
Whom these things cannot blemish;} yet is Antony 
No way excused ; for to confound such time^ 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud 
As our state, with his own> — ^'tis to be chid 
As we rate boys, who, ripening into knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure* 
And so rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Lep. Here's more news. 

mess, Pompey is strong at sea ; 
And, it appears, he is beloved of those 
That only have fear'd Caesar : to the ports 
The discontents repair, and men's opinions 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Enter anotlier Messengejb^ 

Mess* Caesar, I bring thee word, 
Menacrates and Menas, famous pirates, 
Make the sea serve them : 
No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey's name strikes more 
Than could his war resisted. 

Ciss. Antony, 
Leave thy lascivious wassels : when thou once 
From Mutina wert beaten^ at thy heel 
Did Famine follow; whom thou fought'st against. 
Though daintily brought up» with patience more 
Than savages could suffer ; nor disdain'd 
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 
The bark of trees thou browsed'st—- and all this 
-Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not« 

J.ep. It is pity of him. 

Ccvs. Let nis shame quickly 
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Dme him to Rome. Time is it that we twain 
Did shew ourselves i* th' field'; and, to that end, 
Assemble we immediate coundl : Pompey 
Thrives, in om* idleness. 

Lep. To-morrow, Caesar, 
I shall be furnished to inform you rightly. 
Both what by sea and land I can be able, 
To front this present time. 

Obs, Till which encounter 
It is my business too. Farewell. 

Lep. Farewell, my lord. What you shall know^ 
meantime. 
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir, 
To let me be partaker. 

C<B8. Doubt not, sir, 
I knew it for my bond. [Eseumt. 



SCSNB T. 



Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 



Enter Cleopatra, supporting herself on Iras ; 
Charmion and MAiimoN Jbllomng. 

Cle. Charmion— 

Char. Madam. 

Cle. That I might sleep out this great gap of time 
My Antony is away ! 

Char. You think of him 
Too much. 

Cfe. O, Charmion ! 
Where think'st thou he is now I 
Or does he walk, or is he on his horse ? 
O, happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
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Do bravely, horse! for wot'st thou whom thou 

movest ? 
The demy- Atlas of the earth, the arm, 
Asd burgonet of man. — He's speaking now. 
Or murmuring, — " Where's my serpent of old Nile ?" 

Enter Alexas. 

Alex* Sovereign of Egypt, hail ! 

Cle. How much art thou unlike Mark Antony I 
Yet, coming from him, that great med'cine hath 
Y^ilii its tinct gilded thee. 
What tidings of my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen. 
He kiss'd, the last of many double kisses, 
This orient pearl ; — his speech sticks in my heart. 

, Cle. Mine ear must pluck it thence. 

Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 
Say — the firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
Tms — [Giving a pearl* 

To mend the petty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms : all the East 
Say thou, shall call her mistress. — So he nodded. 
And soberly did mount an arm-gaunt steed, 
That neigh'd so high, that what I would have spoken 
Was dumb'd by him. 

Cfe. What, was he sad or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o' the year, between the 
extremes 
Of hot and cold ; he was nor sad nor merry. 

Cle. O, well-directed disposition ! note him, 
Note him, good Charmioni 'tis the man ; but note 

him: 
He was not sad, for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his ; he was not merry„ ' 
Which seem'd to tell them his remembrance lay 
In Egypt, with his joy ; but between both. 
0| heavenly mingle! Be'st thou sad, or merry. 
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The violence of either thee becomes. 

So does it no man else. Met'st thou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay 9 madam, twenty several messengers. 
Why do you send so thick i 

Cle. Who's bora that day . 
When I forget to send to Antony, 
Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmion ;— ^ 
He shall have every day a several greeting. 
Or ril unpeople ifeypt. ' [Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



A Room in Lefidus' Home, at Rome^ 

Enter Leipidus and Enobarbus. 

Lep. Good Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed. 
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech. 

Eno. I shfdl entreat him 
To answer like himself; if Caesar move him. 
Let Antony look over Caesar's head. 
And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonius beard, 
I would not shave't to-day. 

Lep. 'Tis not time 
For private stomaching. 

Eno* Every time 
Serves for the matter that's then born in't. 

Lep, But small to greater matters must give way. 

Enon Not if the small come first. 

b2 
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Lepi Your speech is passion : 
But| pray you, stir no embers up. Here comei 
The noble Antony. 

Enter Antony and Cakidius. 
Eno. And yonder Csesar. 

I^nter CsesAR, Agrifpa> and MaecENAS. 

AnU If we compose well here, to Parthiat 
Hark you, Canidius ! [Speaking aside to Canidiu^* 
. Cces. I do not know> Maecenas ; ask Agrippa. 
Welcome to Rome. 

Ant. Tliank you. 

CcBs. Sit. 

Ant. Sit, sir ! 

Cces, Nay, then 

Lep. Noble friends, 
That which convened us, was most great ; and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiss, 
May it be gently heard : when we debate 
Qur trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds : then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for 1 earnestly beseech,) 
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms. 
Nor curstness grow to the matter. 

Ant* 'Tis spoken well : 
Were we before our armies^ and to fight, - 
I should do thus * ■ ■ 

{They sit — LspiDtis in the middle — Antony, 

Enobarbus, and Canidius, on one side^^ 

CiGSAR, Macenas, and Agrippa on the other* 

ITo C^sAR.] I learn you take things ill, which are 

not so ; 
Or, being, concern you not. 

CiBs, I must be laugh'd at. 
If, or for nothing, or a litde, I 
Should say myself offended ; and with you 
Chiefiy i' the world ; more laugh'd at, that I should 
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Once name you derogately, when, to sound your 

name, 
It not concerned mc. 

Ant. My being in Egypt, Caesar, 
What was't to you ? 

Cas. No more than my residing here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt : Yet, if you there 
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 

Ant. How intend you, practised ? 

Cas. You may be pleased to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befall : ^our wife, and brother. 
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation 
Was theme for you ; — you were the word of war. 

Ant, You do mistake your business : My brother 
never 
Did urge me in this act ; — of tliis my letters 
Before did satisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel, 
(As matter whole you have not to make it with) 
It must not be with this. 

Cas. You praise yourself. 
By laying defects of judgment to me ; but 
^ You patchM up your excuses. 

Ant, Not so, not so : 
I know you could not lack, Pm certain on't. 
Very necessity of this thought, that I, 
Your partner in the cause 'gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars. 
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 
I would you had her spirit in such another : 
The third o' the world is yours, which, with a snaffle, 
You may pace easy, but not such a wife. 

Cas. I wrote to you. 
When rioting in Alexandria ; you* 
Did pocket up my letters, and, with taunts, 
Did gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant, Sir, 
He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
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Three kings I had newly feasted, and did wian( 
Of what I was i' the morning ; but, next day, 
I told him of myself, which was as much 
As to have ask'd him pardon ; Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend. 
Out of our question wipe him. 

CcBs. You have broken 
The article of your oath ; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Csesar. 

Ant, No, 
Lepidus, let him speak : 
The honour is sacred which he talks on now. 
Supposing that I lack'd it ; but, on, Caesar ;— 
The article of my oath, 

CcBs. To lend me arms, and aid, when I required 
them; 
The which you both refused. 

AnU Neglected, rather; 
And then, when poisonM hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
I'll play the penitent to you ; but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness : Truth is, — Fulvia^ 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 
For which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep. 'Tis nobly spoken. 

CcBS. I do not much mislike the matter, but 
The manner of his speech ; for't cannot be. 
We shall remain in A*iendship, our conditions 
So differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us staunch, from edge to edge 
O' the world I would pursue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Caesar 

CcBs, Speak, Agrippa. ' 

Agr. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side» 
Admired Octavia ; — ^great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 
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Cas. Say not so, Agrippa. 
If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 
Were well deserved of rashness. 

Ant. I am not married, Csesar : Let rae hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity,. 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octayia to his wife ; whoise beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 
Whose virtue, and whose general eraces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage. 
Her love to both 

Would each to other, and all lores to both. 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke ; 
For 'tis a studied, not a present thoughtf 
By duty ruminated. 

AnU Will Caesar speak ? 
Cas. Not till he hears how Antony is touched 
With what is spoke already. 

AnU What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would say, Agrippa, be it so. 
To make this good ? 

Cas. The power of Caesar, and 
His power unto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 
To this good purpose, that so fairly shews, 
I>ream of impediment. {_Thei/ rise* 

Let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace ; and from this hour. 
The hearts of brothers govern in our loves. 
And sway our great designs ! 

Cas. A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Pld ever love so dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Ant. I did not think to draw my sword 'gainst 
Pompey ; 
For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great. 
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Of late upon me : I must thank him only, 
Lest my remembrance sufier ill report ; 
At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep, Time calls -upon us : 
Of us must Pompey presently be sought. 
Or else he seeks out us. 

AnU Where lies he ? 

Cas. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant, What's his strength 
By land? 

Cas, Great, and increasing ; but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

Ant* So is the &me. 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in armsf, dispatch we 
The business we haye talk'd of. 

Cces, With most gladness ; 
And do invite you to my sister's view^ 
Whither straight I'll lead you. 

Ant Let us, Lepidus, 
Not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, 
Not sickness shall detain me. lExmmU 



SCENE II. 



Alexandria-^A Room in the Palace, 



Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Alexas^ 

Cle, Give me some music ; music, moody fi>od 
Of us that trade in love. — No, let it be. 
We'll to the river ;— there I will betray 
Tawny.jfinn'd fishes : as I draw them up. 
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1^1 think them every one an Antony, 
And say, *^ Ah ! Ha J you're caughf 

Char. 'Twas meriy, when 
You wager'd on your angling ; when your diver 
Did hang a salt-fish (m bis hook, which he 
With fervency drew up* 

Qe. That time !— O times !^ 
I laugh'd him out of |>atience ; and, that night, 
I laugh'd him into patience ; and, next mom. 
Ere the ninth hour, I laugh'd him to his bed ; 
Then put my ties and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword PhiUippan,-«i>0 ! from Italy ■ *» 

Enter M abdion. 

Mar. Madam, madam " 

Cle. Antony's dead ? — ^If thou say so. 
Villain, thou kill'st thy mistress ^— but well, and free, 
If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here, 
My bluest veins to kiss; a hand that kings 
Have lipp'd, and trembled, kissing.^ 

Mar, First, madam, he is well. 

Ge. Why, there's more gold. But, sirrah, mark ; 
we use 
To say, the dead are well ; if he be dead, 
(And I perceive no goodness in thy face) 
Thou should'st come like a fury crowned with snakes. 
Not like a formal man. 

Mar. Will't please you hear me ? 

Cle. I have a mind to spurn thee, ere thou speak'st : 
Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is weU, 
Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 
I'll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 
.^ Mar. Madam, he's well. 

Cle. Well sai^. 

Mar. And friends with Caesar. 

die. Thou art an honest man. 

Mar. Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 
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Cle, Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mar, But yet, madam—— 

Cie. I do not like, but yet ; it does allay 
The good precedence. 'Pr'ythee, pr'ythee, friend. 
Pour out thy pack of matter Co mine ear, 
The good and bad together : He's friends with Caesar; 
In state of health, thou say'st ; and, thou saVst, free* 

Mar, Free, maidam ? No ; I made no such report : 
He's married to Octavia. 

Cle. The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

Mar. Good madam, have patience* 

Cle, What say you ? — hence ! 

Mar. Gracious madam, 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 

Cle. Say» 'tis not so, a province I will give thee. 
And make thy fortunes proud : 
And I will boot thee witn what gifi beside. 
Thy modesty can beg..— >Come hither, sir. 

Mar, I have done my duty. 

Cle. Is he married i 
I cannot hate thee worse than now I do, 
If thou agftin say, yes. 

Mar. Too sure he is ; and, ere I quitted Rome, 
He and Octavia had embark'd for Athens. 

[Exit Mardion, 

Char. Good, your highness, patience. 

Cle, Lead me hence, 
I faint : O, Iras, Charmion ! — *Tis no matter- 
Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 
Her inclination ; let him not leave out 
The colour of her hair : bring me word quickly. 

[Exit Alexas. 
Let him for ever go ! Pity mCj Charmion, 
But do not speak to me. Lead me to my chamber. 

[ExeunU 
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SCENE III. 



Athens. A Room in Antony's Home. 



Enter Antony and Octavia. 

Ant. NajTy nay, Octavia» not only that. 
That were excusable ; that, and diousands more 
Of semblable import ; — but since we married. 
And have dwelt here, in Athens, he hath waged 
New wars 'gainst Fompey, made his will, and read it 
To public ear ; 

Spoke scantily of me ; when, perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold, and sickly , 
He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me : 
When the best hint was given him, he not took't, 
Or did it from his teeth. 

Oct. O, my good lord. 
Believe not all ; or, if you must believe. 
Stomach not alU A more unhappy lady. 
If this division chance, ne'er stood between, 
Praying for both parts : — Husband win, win brother^ 
Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
*Twixt these extremes at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 
Let your best love draw to that poiot which' seeks 
Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour, 
I lose myself; better I were not yours. 
Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested, 
Yourself shall go between us. IVJeantime, lady, 
I'll raise the preparation of a war 

c 
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Shall stain your brother ; speed you then to Romei—* 
So your desires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my lord. 
The Jove of power make me most weak, most weaki 
Your reconcLler ! Wars 'twixt you twain would be 
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

Am, Wel!y welly the ship awaits you in the harbour : 
Choose your own company, and command what cost 
Your heart has mind to. 

Oci. Oh, my lord — Farewell ! 

Ant The April's in thy eyes ; 
Thy tongue will not obey thy heart, nor will 
Thy heart inform thy tongue : the swan's down feather 
Thus stands upon tne swell, at full of tide, 
And neither way indines«*^Come on, Octavia; 
I'll lead thee to the shore. [^Eseimi^ 



SCENE IV. 



Alexandria, A Room in Cleopatra's Palace* 



Cleopatka and Iras discffoered. Cleopatra pen* 
sively reclined on a Couch* 

Cle, Athens m^ well be proud ! it cbcles, now. 
Within its walls, ISellona's paragon; 
The man of men; — ay me ! the married man. 
Would that Mark Antony could see me thusl 
Sure he would sigh, for he is noble-natured, 

And bears a ten^c h?Mt. I ki^w him weU~ 
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Ah) no, I know him not ; I knew hkn once, 
Butnow> ^tispast 

Iras* Let it be past with you— - 
Foi^et him, madam. 

OLe. Never, neveff Iras. 
Faithless, ungrateful, cruel though he be^ 
I still must love him. 

Enter Chahmion. 

Now, what news, mj Charmion i 

Char. The man, whom you dispatch'd in trust to 
Athens, 
Newly retum'd, now waits upon your wiU. 
Ck. [Starting up.] Will Antony be kind ?— or quite 
forsake me ? 
Is'i life or death ? for when he gave his answer, 
Fate took the word, and then I died or lived. 
Char* Madam, the messaoiger. 

Enter Mardion. 

Cle, Say, — ^had'st thou audience 
Of great Mark Antony ? 

Mar. I found him, madam. 
Encompass^ by a throng that shouted round him :— 
When he beheld me struggling through the crowd. 
He blush'd, and bade make way* 

Cte There's comfort yet ! [Apart Jrom Mardion. 
Proceed. 

Mar. I told my message, 
Just as you gave it, broken and dishearted; 
Told him, you only begg*d a last ^rewell ; — 
Presented next your letter, which he read. 
Then fetch'd an inward groan, and only sigh'd. 
As if his heart was breaking. Thus we parted. 

Cle. [Apart.] That inward groan gives hopes he 
may be here. 
If but to say, farewell. — Saw'st thou Octavia i 

Mar. Madam, I did ; for, as I reachM the land. 
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I view'd her standing at her vessel's prow, 
To sail for Italy : our barks approached 
Almost to contact. 

Cle. Italy ! why thither ? 

Man To reconcile, at Rome, (so rumour spake) 
Divisions which, of late, forebode a war 
Between her lord and Caesar. 

Cle^ Blest forebodings ! 
Long may divisions last, that can divide 
That mate, ill-mated, from Mark ^ntony, [Apart. 
Is she as tall as I ? 

Mar. She is not, madam. 

Cle* Dwarfish ! — ^he ne'er will like her loBg» 

Char. Of Isis ! 
Like her ? it is impossible* 

Cle* I think so. — 
What majesty is in her air f Remember, 
If e'er thou look'dst on majesty. 

Mar. She stoops* 
She shews a body, rather than a life ; 
A statue, than a breather. 

C/e* Is this certain f 

Mar. Or I have no observance* 

Cfe, There's nothing in her yet : 
The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cle. Bear'st thou her face in mind i Is't long, or 
round ? 

Mar. Round, even to faultiness. 

Cle. For the most part too. 
They 2xq foolish that are so* Her hair, what colour ? 

mar. Brown, madam ; and her forehead is as low 
As she would wish it. 

Cle. There is gold for thee* 

[Iras gives him a purse. Exit M ardiok. 

Char. A proper man. 

Cle, Indeed, he is so ; why, methinks, by himj^ 
This creitture's no such thing. 
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Char. O, nothing, madam. 

Cle. The man hath seen some majestyi and should 
know. 

Char. Hath he seen majesty i Isis else defend. 
And serving you so long ! 

Cle, I have one thing more to ask him yet, good 
Charmion ; — 
But, 'tis no matter; thou shalt bring him to me 
AVhere I will write : All may be well enough. 

Char. I warrant you, madam. [Grand Jkmrishm 
[^Shouting tvithoutj Antony ! Antony 1 

Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Cle. O, this I prophesied ! 

[Rushes forward to meet Antony. 
My love ! my lord ! 
So quick to n>llow thus my messenger !— 

Ant. WeU, madam, we are met* [Coldly. 

Cle. Is this a meeting ? 
Then, meet we but to part i 

Ant. We must ; — for ever. 

Cle. Who says we must ? 

Ant. Our own hard fates. 

Cle. We make those fates ourselves. 

Ant. Yes, we have made 'em ; we have loved each 
other 
Into our mutual ruin. 

Cle. The gods have seen my joys with envious eyes; 
I have no friends in Heaven, and all the world 
Is arm'd against my love : Even you yourself 
Join with the rest ; you, you are armM against me» 

Ant. 1 will be justify'd in all I do, 
To late posterity ; and therefore hear me. 
If I mix a lie 

With any truth, reproach me freely with it ; 
£llse favour me with silence. 

Cle. You command me, 
And I am dumb. 

1)2 
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Eno, I like this weU. He shows authority. 

Ant. That I derive my ruin 
From you alone 

Cle, 0, Heavens ! I ruin you ! 

Ant. You promised me your silence^ and you 
break it, 
Ere I have scarce begun. ' - 

Cle. Well, I obey you. 

Ant. When I beheld you first, it was in Egypt, 
Ere Caesar saw your eyes : You gave me love. 
And were too young to know it; that I settled 
Your fadier on his throne, was for your sake ; 
I lefl th' acknowledgment for time to ripen : 
Caesar stept in, and with a greedy hand 
Pluck'd the green fruit, ere the first blush of red, 
Yet cleaving to the bough. He was my lord. 
And was, beside, too great for me to rival. 
When, afler, I beheld you in Cilicia, 
An enemy to Rome, I pardon'd you. 

Cle, I cleared myself. 

Ant. Again you break your promise. 
I loved you still, and took your weak excuses ; 
Took you into my bosom, stain'd by Caesar, 
And not half mine. I went to Egypt with you. 
And hid me from the bus'ness of tne world ; 
Siiut out enquiring nations from my sight, 
To give whole years to you. 

Eno. *Tis all too true. 

Ant. Fulvia, my wife, grew jealous, 
As she, indeed, had reason ; raised a war 
To call me back. — While in your arms I lay. 
The world fell mould'rlng from my hands each hour, 
And lefl me scarce a grasp. 

Cle. Yet may 1 speak ? 

Ant. If I have urged a falsehood, yes ; else not.—* 
Your silence sajs, 1 have not. Fulvia died ; 
(Pardon, ye gods ! with ray unkindness died,) 
To set the world at peace, I took Octavia, 
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This Cffisar's sister; in her pride of youth. 
And flower of beauty, did I wed that lady ; 
Whom, blushing, I must praise, for I have lefl her. 
You caird ; my love has now obeyed the summons. 
But, if I stay, 'twill raise the lloman arms. 
If you have aught to answer, 
Now speak— you have free leave. 

EnO' Now lay a sigh i' th' way, to stop his passage ; 
Prepare a tear, and bid it for his legions; 
'Tis like they shall be sold. 

Cle. How shall I plead my cause, when you, my 
judge, 
Already have condemned me ? Shall I bring 
The love you bore me for my advocate ? 
That, now, is turn'd against me; that destroys me; 
For, love once past is, at the best, forgotten ; 
But oft'ner sours to hate : 'twill please ray lord 
To ruin me, and therefore Pil be, guilty. 
Here then I end. Though I deserve this usage. 
Was it like you to give it ? 

jifU* O, you wrong me, 
To think I sought this parting, or desired 
T* accuse you more than what will clear myself. 
And justify this breach. We're both unhappy. 
If nothing else, yet your ill fortune parts us. 
Speak, would you have me perish by my stay ? 

Cle. If as a friend you ask my judgment; go ; 
If as a lover, stay, if you must perish, 
'Tis a hard word, but stay. 
Now judge my love by this. 

[Giving Antony a "writing. 
Could I have borne 
A life or death, a happiness or woe. 
From yours divided, this had given me means. 

Ant, By Hercules, the writing of Octavius ! 
I know it well.— ^ 

See, Enobarbus ! here he offers Egypt, 
And joins ii'l S^ria to it as a present ; 



I 
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SOf in fequitaly she forsake my fortubes^ 
And join ner arms with his. 

Cle» And yet you leave me ! 
You leave me, Antony, and yet I love you, 
Indeed 1 do ; I have refused a kingdom, 
That's a trifle 

For I would part with life, with any thing. 
But only you. O^ let tne die with you I 
Is that a hard request i 

Ant. Next living with you, 
'Tis all that Heaven can give. 

Char. [Aside,] He melts ! we conquer ! 

Cfe. No, you shall go. Your interest calls you hence } . 
Yes, your dear int'rest pulls too strong for these 
Weak arms to hold you here. [^Takes his hand* 

Go ; leave me, soldier, 

(For you're no more a lover,) leave me dying; 
Push me, all pale, and panting, from yoUr bosom ; 
Andt when your march begins, let one run after, 
Breathless almost for joy, and cry, she's dead : 
The soldiers shout : you then, perhaps, may sigh. 
And muster all your Roman gravity ; 
Octavia chides, and straight your brow clears up^ 
As I had never been* 

Ant. Dead ! rather let me perish : 
My life, my soul, my all ! [Embraces her. 

Etto* And what's this toy. 
In balance with your fortune, honour, fame ! 

Ant. What, Enobarbus ? It outweighs 'em all* 
Down on thy knees, blasphemer as thou art. 
And ask forgiveness of wrong'd innocence. 

Eno. I'll rather die, than take it^ Will you go ? 

Ant. Go ! whither ? Go from all that's excellent ! 
Faith, honour, virtue, all good things forbid. 
That I should go from her who sets my love 
Above the price of kingdoms. Give,, you gods ! 
Give to your boy, your Caesar, 
This rattle of a globe, to play withalj 
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This gew-gaw world, and put him cheaply off; . 
I'll not be pleased with less than Cleopatra. 

Cle. She's wholly yours. My heart's so full of 

That I 'shall do some wild extravagance. 
And cause the plodders of our foolish world. 
Who know not tenderness, to think me mad. 

[March. Exeunt Antony and Cleopatra. 
Eho» O women ! women ! women I all the gods 
Have not such power of doing good to man. 
As yoU| of doing harm .' [Ex//. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 



' A Room in Caesar's Palace. 



Enter C^sar, Mjeci^nas and Agrippa. 

Cas* Contemning Rome, he did all this, and more. 
In Alexandria — here's [Shewing papers.] the manner 

of it, — 
1» the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd, 
Cleopatra and himself, in chains of gold. 
Were publicly enthroned ; at the feet sat 
Csesarion, whom they call my father's son, 
And all the unlawful issue, that their crime 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
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He gave the 'stablbhment of Egypt ; made her> 
Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Absolute Queen. 

M€Bc* This in the public eye i 

CcBs* V the conunon 8hevr-place> where they ex« 
ercise : 
His sons he there proclaim'd the kings of kings* 
Great Media, ParUiia, and Armenia, 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he assigned 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : She, 
In the habiliments of the goddess, Isis, 
That day appeared, and oil before gave audience. 
As 'tis reported so. 

McBc. Let Rome be thus 
Informed. 

Agr. Who, queasy with hii6 insolence 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 

CcBS. The people know it ; and have now received 
His accusations. 

Agr. Whom does he accuse \ 

Cas. Caesar ; and that having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius spoiled, we had not rated him 
His part o' the isle ; then does he say he lent me 
Some shipping, unrestored ; lastly, he frets 
That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
Should be deposed ; and being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr, Sir, this should be answered. 

Ctes. 'Tis done already, and the messenger gone« 
I have told him Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abused. 
And did deserve his change : ibr what I have con* 

quer'd, 
I grant him part; but then, in his Armenia^ 
And other or his conquered kingdoms, I 
Demand the like. 

Mac, He'll never yield to that. 

CcBs. Nor must not then be yielded to in this* 
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Enter Octavia. 

Oct. Hail, Csesar^ and my lord ! hail, most dear 
Caesar! 
Had not the adverse wind and raging seas 
Frolong'd my voyage, and driven our labouring bark 
Xieagues from its course^ I sooner had embraced you. 
Cas. That ever I should call thee, cast-away ! 
Oct* You have not cail'd me so, nor have you 

cause. 
Cas- Why have you stolen upon us thus ? Yoi| 
come not 
Like Caesar's sister; the wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach. 
Long ere she did appear : But you are come 
A market^maid to Rome ; we should have met you 
By sea and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting, 

Oct, Gx>od, my lord, 
7o come thus was I not constrain'd, but did it 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony 
Hearing that you prepared for war, acquaintecl 
My grieving ear withal ; whereon I begged 
His pardon for return. 

Cas. Which soon he granted. 
Being an obstruct 'twixt his love and him, 
Oct* Do not say so, my lord. 
Cas. I have eyes upon him, 
And his afiairs cpme to me oti the wind^ 
Where say you he is now ? 
Oct. My lord, in Athens. 
Cais, No, no, my most wrong'd sister : Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her ; and they are levying 
The kings o' the earth for war against me. Now, 
^'en now, they head their force at Actium ; 
But they have found, I trust, to their confusion, 
Our fleet epid armies there; prepared to meet (hecxv* 
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Oct. All me, most wretched ! 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends 
That do afflict each other. 

Ce«. Welcome hither ; 
Your letters so far checked our breaking forth, 
Till we perceived both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 
i3e you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content these strong necessities ; 
But let determined things to destiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome t& Rome; 
Nothing more dear to me. — You are abused 
Beyond the mark of thought ; and the high gods. 
To do you justice, make them mioisters 
Of us, and those that love you. Be of comfort ;-^ 
And ever welcome to us. 

ylgr. Welcome, lady. 

Mtec. Welcome, dear madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you. 

Oct. Is it so, sir ? 

Cas, Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you, 
now, 

Be ever known to patience. My dearest sister I 

l,Exeimt» 



SCENE II. 

Near Actium — The Out6kirts of Anton'k's Camp. 

Enter Cleopatra and Ekobarbus. 

Cle. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
And have command here, while we stay in Actium. 

Ejio- But why, why, M-hy ? 

Cle. Thou hast forspokc my being in these wars 
And say'bl it is not fit. 
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Eno. Well, is it ? is it ? 

Cle. Is'tnot denounced 'gainst usi Why should 
not we 
Be there in person ? 

Eno^ Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from hb heart, take from his brain^ from fan's 

time, 
What should not then be spared. He is already 
Traduced fer levity ; and 'tis said, in Rome,' 
You and your maids manage this war. 

Oe, Sink Rome, and their tongues rot 
That speak against us ! A charge we bear i' the war. 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it^ 
I will be in the action. 

Eno, I have done# 

Enter Amtokt and Cakidiits. 

Ant Canidius, we will fight with them' by 8ea« 

Cie» By sea ! what else ? 

Can, Why will my lord do so f 

Ant. For that he dares us to^t. 

EnfK So hath my lord dared him to single fight. 

Can* Ay, and to wage this battle in Pharsalia» 
Where Csesar fought with Pompey ; but these offers, 
Which serve not for his 'vantage, be shakes oW, 
And so should you. 

Eno» Your ships are not well manned ; 
Your mariners are muleteers^ reapers, people 
Ingrost by swift impress : In Caesar's fleet 
Are those that oflen have 'gainst Pompey fought : 
Their ships are yare, your*s heavy : — No disgrace 
Awaits you for refusing him by sea. 

AnU By sea, by sea ! 

Eno, why, sir, you throw away 
The absolute soldiership you have by land ; 
l^istract your army ; leave une::^ecut^d 
^our own renowned knowledge i. fifite forego 

9 
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The way which promises assarance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and peril. 
From nrm security. 

AnU I'll fight by sea. 

Cle. I have sixty sail ; Csesar's none better. 

AnU Our overplus of shipping we will bum, . 
Andy with the rest full manned, from the head of 

Actium 
Beat the approaching Csesar.olf we &il. 
We then can do't by land. 

Enter Messenger. 

Thy business ? - 

Mess. The enemy, my lord, is now descried* 
Csesar has taken Tor3me. 
Ant, There in person ! 
Wei], to our ships ; — this speed of Caesar carries 
Beyond belief. 

Mess. Whjie he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in such detachments as 
Beguiled all spies. [ReiiriSn 

Ant* Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land. 
And our twelve thousand horse. Haste to thy 
charge. [Exit Canidius. 

So now on board— and cheerly !-— Come, my Thetis i 

[ To Cleof. a martialjhmrish* 
Away ! Away f 

[Exeunt Antony, CleofatrA^ £nojsarbvs, 
and FoUotioersw 
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SCENE IIL. 



The Country near Actium. 

Enter Canidius, marching uoith hu Land Amiy* 

Can. Haiti breathe awhilej ere we ascend tb^ 
8teep> - 
Set we our squadrons upon vender hill, 
In eye of Caesar's battle ;-*from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold. 
And so proceed accordingly, lAlarumJrom ttie se(^ 
The fleets 

Draw near each other ; Roman strains of war. 
With Egypt's timbrels mingling on the sea. 
Proclaim immediate action.— -To the heights ; 
Steadily, soldiers. — March ! [Exeuntm 



SCENE iv* 



Sea Shore — Open Sea beyond U* 



A Grand Sea Fight ; tvhich ends in the defeat of 
Antony and Cleopatra. 
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0/3^ Country near Actium. 

Enter Philo. 

Phila* Lost ! lost ! all lost ! I can behold no longir 
The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral, 
t^ith all their sixty ^' fly and turn the rudder ; 
Now, Enobarbus i 

Enter Enobarbus. 

^no. Gods and goddesses ! 
The greater portion of the world is lost, 
With very ignorance ; we have kiss'd away 
Provinces, kingdoms ! 

Pkilo* How appears the fight ? 

Eno* On our side like the spotted pestilence, 
where death is sure. Yon ribald hag of Egypt, 
Whom leprosy overtake ! i' the midst o' the fight. 
When 'vantage like a pair of twins appeared. 
Both as the same, or rather our's the elder, 
lEloists sail, and flies : — ^and she, once being looft^ 
Tlie noble ruin of her magic, Antony, 
Claps on his sea wing, like a doting mallard, 
'icaving the battle, and flies after her. 

never saw an action of sudi shame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Pi4 violate so itself. 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath, 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
jBeen what he knew himself, it had gone well : 
Ph| he has given example for pur flight, 
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Most grossly by bis oni^n. 

Eno. Ay> are you thereabouts ? Why then, good 
night 
Indeed! 

Can* Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

Philo* And thence, no doubt, to Egypt. 

Can. Doubtless so. 
To the all-conquering Caesar I will render 
My legions and my horse ; six kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding, {^ShoutSm 

Eno. Hark ! the enemy ! 
I'll follow yet the wounded ehance of Antony, 
Although my reason sits i' the wind against me. 

[^Shouts again. Exetrnt, severalli^ 



SCENE VI. 

'Another Part of the Country, near Actium% 

Enter CiBSAR, and his Trdinm 
Cas. Where is the man whom Antony, when fly- 

Sent from his fleet to shore ? 

Atten. Caesar, he's here. 

[Ambassador from Antony advances, 

Cas. Approach, and speak. 

Ambm Such as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was, of late, as petty to his ends 
As is the morn dew on the myrtle leaf 
To the vast ocean. 

Cas. Well ; — declare thine office. 

Amb. Lord of his fortunes, he salutes thee, and 
S« quires to live in Egypt ; which not granted, 

p 2 
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He sues to breathe between the heavens and earthy 
A private man in Atben$; thjs fVom him. * 
Next Cleopatra craves of thee her diadeni : 
for she now feels, if thou pursuest the fidlen, 
fXis hazhrded to Uiy grac^. '' 

Cas, For Antony ■ 
I have no ears to his request. ^ The cnieen 
Of audience nor idesire shaU fail, so she ' 
Ifrom JBgypt drive jher all-disgraced fae^dm 

Ciss. In thy course to Egypjty 

4L messenger of mine, to Cleopatra, 

Must be Siy fellow.-— Bring hun through tbe jbandff 

[ExU Ambassaboj^ 

^Hyreus, — 

^ Thyr. [Advancing,] My lord- 
Cos^. Thou must sail with hiiti, Th3nreu8. 

^ronl Antony win Cleopatra ; promise, 

And in our name, what she'requires ; add more, 

(From thine invention) offers. Try thy cunning; 

Makethih^ own edict for thy pajus, ^bich w6 

Will answer as a law. 

^ T/tt/r. Caesar, I go. 

CcBs. Cro' quickly^ then; and should thy Tessel 
: prove *' . - 

A sluggard to the wind, I may set fodt 

On Afric*s ground before thee. [Exit Thtreus* 

Now, my friends, 

y/e must, once fnore, embark to seek these nina- 

"^^ 'ways: ' • • 

fTis fit we take the lion we have driven 

Into his'iast retreat. Therefore, for Egypt. 

Strike^^-and march on * l^Exeuni. 
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SCENB VII. 



Alesandria — The Interior of Cleopatra's Palace^. 



Enter Antony with Attendants. 

Ant* This land of Egypt bids me tread no more 
on't. 
It is ashamed to bear me. Friends, come hither ; 
I am so lated in the world, that I 
Hare lost my way for ever ; — I have one ship 
Laden with gold :— take that, divide it ;«»fly,— 
AncI make your peace with Caesar. 

AU. Fly i not we ! 

J^nt. I fled myself; and have instructed others 
To run and shewtheir shoulders* 

Atten. Sir, the queen. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras. 

^C&« O, msf lord ! my lord I 
Forgive my fearful sails ! I little thought 
You would have followed. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew'st too well 
My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings. 
And thou should'st tow me after. 

Cle, Pardon, pardon ! 

Ant. Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates 
All that is won and lost (-—Now, kiss me, sweet ! 
Even this repays — Oh, I am full of lead. 
Sotae wine there, and our viands* Thou wilt follow; 
Wilt thou &ot; soon f ^Oh ! [ Exit. 
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Enter a Male Attendant. 

Aiien. A messenger from Csesar. 

Cle, What, no more ceremony ! — See, my women^ 
They treat with negligence the rose, when blowD, 
That kneel'd unto the buds — Admit him, sir. 

Enler THYREtJS. 

Caesar's will ? 

Thi/r, Hear it apart. 

Cle. None but friends ; say on boldly. 

Thi/r, Thus then ; — the most renown'd Csesair en- 
treats 
Not to consider in what case thou stand'st, 
(For soon his forces will set foot on Egypt) 
Further than he is Caesar. 

Cle, On — ^right royal. 

Th^. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fearM him. 

Cle.Ol— 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour) therefore, he 
Does pity, as constramed blemishes, 
Npt as deserved. 

Cle. He is a god ; and knows 
What is most right. 

Thyr. Shall I, then, say to Caesar 
What you require of him \ for he partly begft 
To be desired to give. It much would please him. 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits 
To hear from me you had led Antony, 
And put yourself under his shroud, the great. 
The universal landlord. 

Cfe. What's your name ? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cle. Most kind messenger, 
Say to great Caesar this. By deputation. 
I kiss his conquering hand ; tell hixi»I am prompt 
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To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 
And from his all-obeying breath to hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course* 
Wisdom and fortune combating together. 
If that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

Cle. Your Csesar's father, ofl, [Giving her hand. 
When he hath mused of taking kingdoms in, 
Bestow'd his lip on that unworthy place» 
As it rain'd kisses. 

Re-enter Antony. 

AnU Why tarrie? th^^s my Cleopatra 2— Ha ? 
Favoursy by Jove that thunaers 1 
What art thou, fellow ? 

Thyr. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey'd. 

AnU Approach there : What^ have you no ears I 
lam 

Enter Attendants. 

Antony yet— Take hence this Jack, and whip him, 
Till, like a boy, you see him cringe his face. 
And whine aloud for mercy ; take him hence. 

TAyr. Mark Antony, — 

AnU Tug him ayiray. This Jack of Csesar's shall 
Bear us an errand to him. 

[Exeunt Attendants %»Uh Thyrei;9. 

Cle, O, is it come to tliis ? Wherefore is this i 

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, 
And say, *' God quit you," be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand ; thb kingly seal, 
And plightejr of pigh hearts ! 
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Re-enter Att£Nda2^ts toith Thybsus* 

Henceforth, 

The white hand of a lady fever thee, 

Shake thou to look on*t ! Get thee back to Cmar, 

Tell him thy entertainment; look' thou say. 

He makes me angry ; harping on what I am. 

Not what he knew 4 was : He makes me angry; 

And, at this time, most easy 'tis to do't ; 

When my good stars, that were my former guideSy 

Have empty left their orbs, and shot their mrei^ 

Into the abyss of hell. 

Hence with thy stripes, begone ! flExit Thtbxus. 

Cle, Have you done yet ? 

Ant Alack ! our terrene moon 
Is now eclipsed, and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony. 

Cle. I must stay his time.' 

Ant. To flatter Csssar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that ties his points ? 

Cle. Not know me yet ? 

Ant» Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cle. Ah, dear ! if it be so, 
Frotp my cold heart let Heaven engender hail. 
And poison it in the source, and the first stone 
Drop in my neck ; as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 
Caesar will soon sit down in Alexandria ; 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by land 
Will nobly hold ; our severed navy, too. 
May knit again, our fleet, threat'ning most sea-like. 
Where hast thou been, my heart ? Dost thou hear, 

lady ? 
When in the field I enter, and return 
To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my sword will earn our chronicle ; 
There is hope in it yet. 
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Cle, lliat^s my brave lord ! 

Ant. I will be treble-sinew'dy hearted, breathed^ 
And^ght maliciously; for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 
Of me for jests ; but now, Fll set my teeth, 
And send to darkness all that stop me. Come, 
Let's have one other gaudy night ; call to me 
All my sad captains ; fill our bowls ; once more^ 
Let's mock the midnight bell. ^ 

Ck. It is my birth-day : 
I had thought to have held it poor ; but since my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 

AnU We^l yet do well. 

Cle. Call all his noble captains to my lord. ^ 

Ant. Do so; we'll speak to them ; to*night 111 force 
The wine peep through their scars. Come on, my 

queen ; 
There's sap in't yet : — ^the next time I do fieht, 
I'll make Death love me ; for I will tontend 
Even with his pestilent scythe. 

[Exeunt Amtomy, Cleopatra, and Ladies. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE U 

The Interior of Cleopatra's Palace. 

Enter Alexas and Enobarbus. 

Alex, Yes ; we shall fare but ill, now these same 
Romans 
Have cross'd the ueWf and sat down here before us. 
In Alexandria. 
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Eno. Most scunrily. 

Alex. [Looking ofi/.] But who*iil that stranger? By 
his warlike port^ 
He*s of no vulgar note. 

Eno* Ha ! — 'tid Ventidius, 
Our emperor's great lieutenant in the east * 
Who first shew'd Rome that Parthia could be con- 
quered. 
When Antony return^ from Syria last, 
He left this man to guard th^ Roman frontiers^ 

Akxm You seem to know him, 

Eno, Ay ;— I honour him. 
A braver Roman never drew a sword. 
Firm to his prince ; but as a friend, not slave. 
He ne'er was of his pleasures, but presides 
O'er all his cooler hours and morning counsels. 
In short, the plainness, fierceness, rugged virtue. 
Of an old true stampt Roman lives in him. 
His coming b«des some goodj I trust* — Withdraw, 
We shall learn more, aiion* 

[Exeunt Eno^arbus and Alexas. 

Enter Ventidius and an Egyptian Attendant. 

Ven* 1^2ly^ tell thy queen, 
Ventidius is arrived, to end her charms. 
Let your !^yptian timbrels play alone ; 
Nor mix efiteminate sounds with Roman trumpets. 
You dare not fight for Antony ; go pray, 
And keep your cowards' holy-day in temples. 

Enter an Officer q/* Antony.* 

Off» The emperor approaches, and commands. 
On pain of death, that none presume to stay. 
Egyp. 1 dare not disobey him. 

[Exeunt Officer and Egyptian Attendant. 
Veru Well, I dare;— 
But I'll observe him first unseen^ and find 
Which way his humour drives : the rest I'll venture. 

[ Withdraws. 
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E7iter Antony. 

Ant. Why was I raised the meteor of the world,. 
Hung in the skies, and blazing as I traTell'd, 
Till all my fires were spent, and then cast downward. 
To be troa out by Csesar ? 

Ven, On my soul, 
'Tis mournful ; wond'rous mournful ! 

Ant. Count thy gains. 
Now, Antony, wouid'st thou foe born fer this ? 
Glutton of fortune 1 thy devouring youth 
Has starved thy wanting age. 

Ven. [Aside.] How sorrow shakes him ! 
So, now the tempest tears him up by th' roots. 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin* 

[Antony having thrown himself on the ground. 

Ant. Lie here, thou shadow of an emperor ! 
The place thou pressest on thy mother earth 
Is all thy empire now : Now it contains thee ; 
Some few days hence, and then 'twill be too large, 
When thou'rt contracted in thy narrow urn, 
Shnmk to a few cold ashes ; then Octavla, 

iFor Cleopatra will not live to see it,) 
^ctavia then will have thee all her own. 
And bear thee in her widow'd hand to Csesar ; 
Cesar will weep, the crocodile will weep. 
To see his rival of the universe 
Lie still and peaceful there. I'll think no more on't. 

Ven. I must disturb him ; I can hold no longer. 

[^Standing hrforc him. 

Ant. [Starting up.] Art thou Ventidius I 

Ven, Are you Antony ? 
I'm more like what I was, than you to him 
I lefl you last. 

Ant. I'm angry. 

Ven. So am I. 

Ant. I would be private ; leave me* 
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Ven, Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you« 

Ant* Will not leave roe ? " 

Where have you learnt that answer i Who am I ? ^ 

Ven. My emperor ; the man I love next Heaven t 
If I said more, I think 'twere scarce a sin ; 
You're all that's good and god-like« 

Ant» All that's wretched. 
You will not leave me, then ? 

Vert, 'Twas too presuming 
To say I would not ; — but I dare not leave yoa z 
And 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So soon, when I so far have come to see you. 

Ant* Now thou hast seen me, art thou satisfied ? 
For, if a friend, thou hast beheld enough ; 
And, if a foe, too much. 

Ven» Look, emperor, this is no common, dew^ 

{Weeing- 
I have not wept this forty years, but now 
My mother comes afresh into my eyes ; 
I cannot help her soilness. 

Ant, By Heaven he weeps ! poor, good old maa, 
he weeps ! 
The big round drops course one another down 
The furrows of his cheeks. Stop 'em, Ventidius,; 
Or I shall blush to death : they set my shame. 
That caused 'em, full before me. 

Ven. I'll do my best. 

Ant* Sure there's contagion in the tears of friends: 
See, I have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not 
For my own griefs, but thine. Nay, fatlier— — 

Fen, Emperor. 

Ant. Emperor! why, that's the stile of victory; 
The con(][u'riiig soldier, red with unfelt wounds, 
Salutes his general so; but never more 
Shall that sound reach my ears* 

Fe7it, I warrant you. 

Ant, Actium, Actiura ? Oh- 
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Ven» It sits too near you. ■ 

Ant. Here, here it lies ; a lump of lead by day, 
And, in my short, distracted, nightly slumbers. 
The hag. that rides my dreams. 

Ven. Out with it, give it vent. 

AnU Urge not my shame. 
2 lost a battle. 

Ven, So has Julius done. 

AfU. Thou favour'st me, and spcak'st not half thou 
think'st ; 
For Julius fought it out, and lost it bravely ; 
But Antony ■ 

Ven* Nay, stop not. 

AnU Antony, — well, thou wilt have it— like ft 
coward fled. 
Fled while his soldiers fought ; fled firet, Ventidius: 
Thou longest to curse me, and I give thee leave ; 
I know thou camest prepared to rail. 

r«i. I did. 

AnU I'll help thee. I have been a man, Ventidius^ 

Ven* Yes, and a brave one; but 

Ani* I know thy meaning : — 
But I have lost my reason, have disgraced 
The name of soldier with inglorious ease. 
Fortune came smiling to my youth, and woo*d it. 
And purple greatness met my ripen'd years ; 
When first I came to empire, I was borne 
On tides of people, crowding to my triumphs; 
1 was so great, so happy, so beloved. 
Fate eould not ruin me ; till I took pains 
And work'd against my fortune, chid her from me : 
My careless days, and my luxurious nights. 
At length have wearied her, and now she's gone. 
Gone, gone, divorced for ever.— *Pr'y thee, curse me. 
Ven, No. 

AnU VViiy? 

Ven. I would bring balm, and pour it in your 
wounds. 
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Ant. I know thou would'st. 

Ven. I will. 

Ant, Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Ven. You laugh. 

Ant, I do, to see officious love 
Give cordials to the dead. 

Ven, You would be lost, then i 

Ant* lam. 

Ven. I say you are not. Try your fortune. 

Ant. I have to the utmost. Dost thou think m9 
desperate 
Without just cause ? — All's lost beyond repair; 
I tcorn the world, and think it not worth keeping. 

Ven, Cesar thinks not so ; 
He'll thank you for the gift he could not take* 
You would be kill'd ; hold out your throat to Cffsar^ 
And so die tamely. 

Antn I can kill myself. 

Ven. I can die with you too, when time shall serve; 
But fortune calls upon us^ now, to live ; 
To fight, to conquer. 

Ant. Sure thou dream'st, Ventidius. 

Ven. Up for your honour's sake ! twelve legions 
wait you. 
And long to call you chief. By painful journeys 
I led 'em, patient both of heat and hunger, 
Down fr«m the Parthian marshies to the Nile ; 
'Twill do you good to see their sun-burnt faces ; 
Their scarr'd cheeks, and chopt hands ; there's vir* 

tue in 'em ; 
They'll sell their mangled limbs at dearer rates 
Than yon trim bands can buy. 

Ant. Where left you them ? 

Veni I said, on the banks o' the Nile. 

Ant. Then, brin^ 'em hither ; 
There may be life m these. 

V^n, Tney will not come j 
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They petition 

You would make haste to head 'era. 

Ant. Tin besieged. 

Ven* There's but one way shut up :-^How came I 
hither ? 

AnU I will not stir. 

Ven. They would, perhaps, desire 
A better reason. 

Ant. I have never used 
My sokiiera to demand a reason of 
My actions. Why did, they refuse to march ? 

Ven. They said, they would not fight for Cleopatra. 

AtU, What was't they said ? 

Ven. They said they would not fight for Cleopatra. 
Why should they fight indeed to make her conquer. 
And make you more a slave ? 

Ant* Ventidius, I allow your tongue free licence 
On ail my other faults ; but, on your life, 
No wocd of Cleopatra : She deserves 
More worlds than I can lose. 

Ven. I take the privilege of plain love to speak. 

Ant^ Plain love ! plain arrogance! plain insolence! 
Thy men are cowards ; thou, an envious traitor ; 
Who, under seeming honesty, hast vented 
The burden of thy rank o'eraowing gall. 
Ob ! that thou wert my equal ; great in arms 
As the first Caesar was, that I might kill thee^ 
Withput a stain to honour. 

Ven. You may kill me ; 
You have done more already, — calPd me traitor. 

Ant. Art tbou not one ? 

Ven. For shewing you yourself. 
Which none else durst have done ? but had I been 
That name, which I disdain to speak again, 
I needed not have sought your abject fortunes ; 
Come to partake your fate, to die with you. 
What hinder'd me to've led my conqu'ring eagles 
To join with Caesar's bands ? 1 could have been 

e2' 
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A traitor then ; a glorious, happy traitor, 
And not have been so calPd. 

Ant Forgive me^ soldier ; 
I've been too passionate. 
Why did'st thou tempt my anger, by discovery 
Of what I would not hear i 

Ven, No prince but you 
Could merit that sincerity I used, 
Nqr durst another man have ventured it : 
But you, ere love misled your wand'ring eye, . 
Were sure the chie^ and best of human race/ 
Framed in the very pride and boast of nature 1 

AnU But Cleopatra- 
Go on ; for I can bear it now* 

Yen. No more. 

Ant* Thou darest not trust my passion, but thoa 
mn^y'st. 
Do with me what thou wilt : 
Lead me to victory, thou know'st the way* 

Ven. And will you leave this— 

AnU Pr'ythee, do not curse her, 
Ai\d I will leave her ; though. Heaven knows, I love 
Beyond life, conquest, empire ; all but honour* 
But I will leave her. 

Ven^ That's my royal master ! 
And shall we fight I 

Ant. I warrant thee, old soldier : 
Thou shalt behold me once again in iron ; 
And, at the head of our old troop, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud — Come follow me ! 

Ven. O, now, I hear my emperor ! in that word 
Octavius fell. Gods, let me see that day. 
And, if I have ten years behind, take afi ! 
I'll thank you for tn' exchange. 

Ant. On, Cleopatra 1 

Yen. Again? 
^ Ant. IVe done. In that last sigh she went. 
Cssar shall know what 'tis to force a lover 
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From all he holds most dear. 

r#/i. Methinks you breathe 
Another soul : your looks are more divine ; 
You speak a hero, and you move a god. 

Am, O, thou hast fired me ! my soul's up in arms. 
And mans each part about roe : once again 
That noble eagerness of fight has seized me ;-— 
That eagerness, with which I darted upward 
To Cassius' camp : In vain the steepy hill 
Opposed my way ; in vain a war of spears 
Sung round my head, and planted ^1 my shield ; 
I won the trenches, while my foremost men 
Lagg'd on the plain below. 

Ven. Ye gods ! ye gods ! 
For such another hour ! 

AnU Come on, my soldier ! 
Our hearts and arms are still the same. I long 
Once more to meet our foes ; that thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our trpops, 
May taste fate to 'em ; mow 'em out a passive. 
And, ent nng where the foremost squadrons 3rield, 
Begin the noble harvest of the field. {Exeunt. 



8C£VE II. 



Before Alexandria. CiBSAR's Can^ 

jEnter C^sar, tmth Agrippa and PaocuLEii^s. 

Cces. Go forth, Agrippa, and urge on the fight; 
Our will is, Antony be ta'en alive ; 
Make it so known. 

Agrip. C«sar, I shall. [Exit Agbippa- 



{ 
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Ca». The time of universal peace is near; 
Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook*d world 
Shall bear the olive freely. 

Enter an Officer. 

Cfffi. Antony is come into the field* 

CcBS. Go, cnarge Agrippa. 
Plant those that have revolted in the van. 
That Antony may seem to spend his fury . 
Upon hunself. [Exeuni* ShotUSfJhurishes, kc* 



SCENE III. 

The Gates of Alexandria, 

Flourish and Shouts from Antony's Party, 

Eni^ Ventidius. 

Ven. Ne'er, till this hour, fought I against my will 
For Antony. Plague on his leave-taking ! 
I thought how her white arms would fold him in. 
And mar my wholesome counsels. One hope still 
Remains to part him from this. — [SAo2<^«.]*-So ! he 
comes* ' 

Enter Antony, tvith his Forces* 

Ant, This day is ours ;— bravely thou fought'stn 
Ventidius ; 
We have beat hun to his camp. 

Ven, True— against odds ; 
But still you draw supplies from one poor town^ 
Apd all Egyptians }«-C»«ar has the world 
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An at his beck ; nations come pouring in^ 
To fill the gaps he makes* 

Afit* Nay, nay> Ventidius, 
No more on this theme, now.— -Run one before. 
To tell the queen of our approach.— To-morrow^ 
Before the sun shall see us, we'll spill the blood 
That has to-day escaped. I thank you all ; 
You have fought 

Kot as you served the cause, but as t%ad been 
Each man's like mine ; Oh ! you have shewn all 

Hectors. 
Enter the city ; clip your wives, your friends ; 
Tell them your feats ; whilst they, with jojrful tears^ 
Wash the concealment from your woimosi and kiss 
The honoured gashes whole. 

Enter Cleopatra, attended^ 

O, thou day o*the world ! 

Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 
Through proof of harness to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants in triumph. 

Cle. O, innnite virtue ! com'st thou smiling from 
The world's great snare, uncaught { 

An^ My nightingale. 
We have beat them to their beds. Behold this man; 
Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand. 
Kiss it, my warrior ; he hath fought to-day, 
As if a god, in bate of mankind, had 
Destroy'd in such a shape. 

Cle* I'll give thee, friend. 
An armour all of gold ; it was a king's. 

Ant. He has deserved it, were it carbuncled 
Like holy PhcBbus' car. 

Ven. I'll none on't ; — no ; 
Not all the diamonds of the East can bribe 
Ventidius from his faith. 

Ant. Give me thy hand ; [To Cleopatra* 

Through Alexandria make a jovial march ; 



5S ANTOKY AND CLEOFATSA. [ACT IT. 

Bear our hacked targets like the men that own theqb 
Had our great palace the capacity. 
To camp this host, we all would drink carouses 
To next da/s fate» together. Trumpeters, 
With brazen din rejoice the city*s ear: 
Mak^ mingle with our rattling tambourines. 
That Heaven and earth may strike their sounds to- 
gether, 
Applauding our approach* 

[Exeunt all but Antomt and VsNTiDlu&i 

Ven. {PuUing Antony bi/ the sleeve.) Emperor! 

Ant. Tis the old argument : I pr'ythee spare me» 

Ven, But this one hearing. Emperor. 

Ant, Let go « 

My robe, or by my father, Hercules,——- 

Ven, By Hercules's father, that's yet greatei^* 
I bring you somewhat you would wish to know. 

Ant. Thou see'st we are observed ; attend me h€re^ 
And I'll return. 

Ven. I'm waning in his favour, yet I love him ; 
I love this man, who runs to meet his ruin ; 
And, sure the gods, like me, are fond of him : 
His virtues lie so mingled with his faults. 
As would confound their choice to punish one» 
And not reward the other. 

Enter Antony. 

Ant. We can conquer. 
They look on us at distance, and, like curs, 
'Scaped from the lion's paws, they bay far off; 
They lick their wounds, and faintly threaten war. 
Five thousand Romans, with their faces upward. 
Lie breathless on the plain, 

Ven. 'Tis well; and he. 
Who lost 'em, could have spared ten thousand more* 
Yet if, by this advantage, you could gain 
An easier peaee, while Caesar doubts the chance 
OfarmS' 



«CSNE lU.] AJfTONY AND CLEOPATBA. 59 

Ani. 0, think not on% Ventidius ; 
The boy pursues my ruin ; he*ll no peace. 
Of he's the coolest murderer; so stanch. 
He kills, and keeps his temper. 

Ven, Have you no friend 
In all his array, who has power to move him ? 
Maecenas or Agrippa might do much* 

Artt. They're both too deep in Caesar's interests. 
We'll work it out by dint of sword, or perish. 

Ven. Fain would I find some othe r . 

Ant, Thank thy love ; 
But wherefore drive me from myself, to search 
For foreign aids ? to hunt my memory 
To find a friend ? The wretched have no friends : 
Yet I had one, the bravest youth of Rome ; 
I scarce need tell his name; — 'twas Dolabella. 

Ven. He's now in Caesar's camp. 

Ant. No matter where, 
Since he's no longer mine. He took unkindly 
That I forbade him Cleopatra's sight. 
Because I fear'd he loved her. When he departed 
He took no leave ; and that confirm'd my thoughts. 

Ven* It argues that he loved you more than her; 
Else had he staid ; — but he perceived you jealous, 
And would not grieve his friend. I know he loves you.. 

Ant* I should have seen him then ere now. 

Ven, Perhaps, 
He has thus long been lab'ring for your peace* 

Ant, Would he were here ! 

Ven, Would you believe he loved you ? 
I read your answer in your eyes, you would. 
Not to conceal it longer, he has sent 
A messenger from Caesar's camp, with letters. 

Ant, Let him appear. 

Ven, ril bring him instantly. 

[Exit Ventidius ; and 
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Re'Cnters immediaieli/f with Dolabella. 

Ant. 'Tis he himself, by holy friendship f 

[Runs to embrace hkiL 
Art thou retum'd at last, my better half? 
Come, give me all myself. Oh, Dolabella 1 
Thou hast beheld me other than I am* 
Hast thou not seen my morning chambers fill'd 
With sceptred slaves, who waited to salute me ? 
With eastern monarchs, who forgot the sun, 
I'o worship my uprising ? 

Dd. Slaves to your fortune. 

Ant* Fortune is Caesar's now, and what am I ? 

Ven* What you have made yourself. 1 will not 
flatter. 

Ant. Is this friendly done ? 

Dol. Yes, when his end is so ; I must join with him; 
Indeed I must, and yet you must not chide : 
Why am I else your friend ? 

Ant* Take heed, young man, 
How thou upbraid*st my love : The queen has eyes. 
And thou too hast a soul. Canst thou remember. 
When, swelPd with hatred, thou beheld'st her first. 
As accessary to thy brother's death ? 

Dol. Spare my remembrance ; 'twas a guilty day. 
And still the blush hangs here. 

Ant. To clear herself 
For sending him no aid, she came from Egypt. 
The barge she sat in, like a burnish'd throne, 
Burnt on the water : the stern was beaten gold ; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
* The winds were love-sick with them ; the oars were 
silver. 
Which to the tune of flutes kept time, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 
As amorous of their strokes. For her own person. 
It beggar'd all description : — She did lie 
In her pavilion, 

2 
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O'er-picturing that YenuSi where we see 
The rancy outwork nature :-^0n each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With diverse-colour'd fans, whose wind dia seem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool^ 
And what they undid, did. 

Dot. No more — I will not hear it. 

Ant. 'Twas Heaven, or somewhat more ; 
For she so charmM all hearts, that gazing crowds 
Stood panting on the shore, and wanted breath 
To give their welcome voice. 
Then, Dolabella, where was then thy soul ? 
Was not thy fury quite disarm^ with wonder ? 
Did'st thou not shrink behind me from tho^e eyes. 
And whisper in my ear, *^ Oh ! tell her not • 
That I accused her of ray brother's death.'* 

Dol. And should my weakness be a plea for yours i 
But yet the loss was private that I made : 
^Twas-but myself! lost : I lost no legions : 
I bad no world to lose, or people's love. 

Ant. This from a friend? 

Ven. Yes, emperor, a true one. 

DoL A friend so tender, that each word I speak 
Stabs my own heart, before it reach your ear« 
O, judge me not less kind because. I chide: 
To Caesar I excuse you. 

Ant. O ye gods ! 
Have I then lived to be excused to Cassar ! 

J^ol. As to your equal. 

Ant. Well, he's but my equal : 
While I wear this he never shall be more^ 

Dol. 1 bring conditions from him. 

Ant. Are they noble ? 
Methinks thou should'st not bring 'em else : granting 

this. 
What power was theirs, who wrought so hard atempet 
To honourable terms ? 
It was my Dolabella; or some godr 
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Doh Nor I ; nor yet Maecenas, nor Agrippa : 
They were your enemies ; and I, a friend, 
Too weak alone ; yet 'twas a Roman de^d. 

Ant, 'Twas like a Roman done: Shew me that 
person. 
Who has preserved my life, my love, my honour ; 
Bring us but face to race. 

Ven. That task is mine ; 
And, Heaven, thou know'st how pleasing ! 

[Exit VfiNTIDIUS. 

DoL You'll remember 
To whom you stand obliged i 

Ant. When 1 forget it. 
Be thou unkind ; and that's my greatest curse. 
My queen shall give thanks too. 

DoL I fear she will not. 

Ant. She shall, she shall : the queen, my Dolabella ! 
Hast thou not still some grudgings of thy fever i 

Doh I would not see her lost. 

Ant. When I forsake her. 
Leave me, my better stars ; for she has truth 
Beyond her beauty. Caesar tempted her 
At no less price than kingdoms, to betray me ; 
But she resisted all : and yet thou chid*st me 
For loving her too well. Could I do so ? 

DoL Yes : there's my reason. 

Re-enter Ventidius with Octavia. 

Ant, .Where ? Octavia there ? IStarting back. 

Ven. What, is she poison to you ? A disease I 
Look on her, view her well. 

DoL For shame, my lord, if not for love, receive 
her 
With kinder eyes. If you confess a man, 
Meet her, embrace her, bid her welcome to you. 
Your arms should open, even without your knowledge. 
To clasp her in; yopr feet should turn to wings. 
To bear you to hen 
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.^71^ I Stood amazed to think how she came hither* 

Vefi. I sent to her; I brought her in, xmknown 
To Cleopatra's guards. 

Dol* Vet, are you cold ? 

Oct, Thus long I have attended for my welcome, 
Which, as a stranger, sure I might expect. 
Who am I ? 

Ant. Caesar's sister* 

Oct. That's unkind ! 
Had I been nothing more than Caesar's sister. 
Know, I had still remained in Csesar's camp; 
But your Octavia, your much-injured wife. 
Though banish'd from your bea, driven from your 

housie, 
In spite of Caesar's sister, still is yours. 
'Tis true, I have a heart disdains your coldness. 
And prompts me not to seek what you should o£kr ; 
But a wife's virtue still surmounts that pride. 
I come to claim you as my own ; to shew 
My duty first, to ask, nay beg, your kindness : 
Your hand, my lord ; 'tis mine, and I will have it. 

ITaking his hand* 

Ven. Do, take it, thou deservest it. 

Ant. I fear, Octavia, you have begg'd my life. 

Oct. Begg'd it, my lord f 

Ant. Yes, begg'd it, my ambassadress. 
Shall I, who, to my kneeling slave, could say, 
Rise up, and be a king, sh^l 1 fall down. 
And cry, Jorgive me, Caesar ? — No, that word 
Would choke me up, and die upon my tongue* 

Dol. You shall not need it. 

Ant. 1 will not need it. Come, you've all betrajr'd 
me; 
My friend, too ! to receive some vile conditions. 
My wife has bought me, with her prayers and tears ; 
And now I must become her branded slave* 
In every peevish mood she will upbraid 
The life she gave. 



i 
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Oa^ My hard fortune 
Subjects me still to your unkind mistakes. 
Bat the conditions I have brought are such 
You need not blush to take c I love your honour. 
Because 'tis mine; it never shall be said 
Octavia's husband was her brother's slave. 
Sir, you are free; free even from her you loath ; 
Fon though my brother bargains for your love^ 
Makes^fioethe price and cement of your peace^ 
I have a souliijce yours: I cannot take 
Your love as alibs,^ nor beg what I deserve, 
ril tell my brother >e are reconciled; 
He shall draw back his troops, and you shall 
To rule the East ; I may be dropt at Athens ; 
No matter where, I never will complain^ 
But only keep the barreiji name of wife. 
And rid you of the trouble. 

Ven. Wa9 ever such a l^trife of sullen honoCir ^ 
Both scorn to be obliged. \ 

DoL Of she has touch'd him in the tend'rest 
See how he reddens with di^pite, and shame, 
To be outdone in generosity I 

Ven. See how he winks ! how lie dries up a tea.^* 
That fain would fall ! 

Ant* Octavia, I have heard you, and must prai»^ 
The greatness of your soul, 
But cannot yield to what you have proposed ; 
For I can ne'er be conquered but by love ; 
But ycoi do all fiir duty. You would free ine ; 
And would be dropt at Athens ; was't not so ^ 

Oct. It was, my lord. 

Ant. Then I must be obUged 
To one who loves me not ; who, to herself. 
May call me thankless, and ungrateful man ; 
ri) not endure it ; no. 

Ven, I'm glad it pinches there. 

Oct, Would you exult o'er poor Octavia's virtue ? 
That pride was all I had to bear me up ; 
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That you might think you owed me for your life. 
And owed it to my duty, not my love. 
I have been injured, and my haughty soul 
Could brook but ill the man that slights my bed# 

jint. Therefore you love me not F 

Oci. Therefore, my lord, 
I should not love you. 

Ant, Therefore you would leave me ? 

Oct. And therefore I should leave you«— if I eouldm 

Ant* I am vanquished. Take me, Octavia ;-^ 

[EnUfradng her, 
I've been a thriftless debtor to your love^ 
But all shall be amended* 

Oct. O, blest hour ! 

DoL Happy change ! 

Ven, My joy stops at my tongue ; 
But it has found two channels here, for one, 
And bubbles out above. 

Ant. [To Octavia.] This is thy triumph; lead 
me where thou wilt ; 
Even to thy brother's camp. 
• Oct. All there are yours. 

Enter Alexas, hastily. 

Alex- The queen, tny mistress, sir, and yours— 
Ant. 'Tis pasl ! 
Octavia, you shall stay this night ; to-morrow, 
Caesar and vire are one. 

{Exiti leading Octavia ; DoLABELLA^/f}2btu^» 
Ven. There's news for you ; run, my officious 
pandar ; 
Be sure to be the first ; haste forward : go— - 
l^te^ my dear go-between I—haste !^ {Eveunt^ 



>2 
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ACT THE FIFTH, 



SCEyE It 



Cuiside of the City of Alexandria, 



Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Ant. 'Tis plain^ Ventidiusy Caesar has dissembled ; 
He knows no honour, he ! — and the conditions. 
Sent by Octavia and Dolabella, 
Were treacherously meant. 

Ven, You please to think so. 

Ant. Is it not clear ?— >He'Il not withdraw his 
troops. 

Ven. And thus the war continues.— I had hopes 
'To patch up peace. 

Ant. Thou see'st it cannot be.^ 

Ven. WeU, well ! 

Ant. So cold ! wilt ihoUf as numbers haTO, 
When fortune is upon the wane, forsake me ? 

Ven. I shall forsake you when I die ; not sooner. 

Ant. My friend \ [Softened. 

Ven. Come» cheerlyi general; your genius 
O'er Csesar's still may rise. For him you conquer'd ; 
Philippi ki)ows it ;-*then you shared with him 
That empire which your sword made all your own« 

Ant. Fool that I was ! upon my eagle's wing 
I bore this wren, till I was tired of soaring^ 
Andy now, he mounts above me* 

Ven. We lose time* 
The day advances. 
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Ant We'll to yonder eminence :-?< 
The preparation is, to-day, by se^; 
We please them not by land, 

Ven. The preparation 
Is both for sea and land : On sea^ I fear, 
'Tis a frail venture, since your loss at Actium. 

Ant. 1 would they fought in fire, or in the air ! 
We'd fight there too. — But, this it is, Ventidius ; 
Order for sea is given ; and our best force 
Is forth to man the gallies. — ^With our foot. 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 
Tneir naval movements we may best discover. 
And look on their endeavours.— Follow me. 

lExit Antony. 

Ven* Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra's sails theur nests ; the augurers 
Say, they know not,— they cannot tell, — ^look grimly, 
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected; and, by starts, 
His firetted fortunes give him hope, and fear. 
Of what he has, and has not. Te the last. 
Though my brave general be fall'n to doti^e. 
My love, against my judgment, clings to him. 

lExit. 



SCENE II. 

Interior of Cleopatra's Palace, 
Shouts at a distance^ 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, and Iras« 

Cle. Hear'st thou how fares the battle ? 
Char. Antony 
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Vow stands surveying our Egyptian gallies . 
]Bngaging Caesar's fleet [iSftottf (ignzM, 

Ci^. Now death, or conquest I 

fras. Have comfort, madam ; *twas a cheering shout 

lSkou$s repeateip 
Hai'l^ • they redouble it. 

Clcp Good news, kind Heaven! 

Enter Alsxas. 

/ilexr O, horror, horror! 
Egypt has been ; — our latest hour is come ; 
Time has unrolPd our glories to the last, 
And, now, closed up the volume. . 

Cie, Say the worst. 

Alex. Proud on the waves, your well-appointed fleet 
Kow'd forth to sea, and smooth the well-timed oars 
Were dipt to meet the foe. Soon did they meet, 
But not as foes ! In brief, we saw their caps 
On either side thrown up ; Egyptian galltes 
( Received like friends) past through, and fell behind 
The Roman rear ; and, now, they all come forward. 
And ride within the port. 

Cie. Enough, Alexas ; 
J've heard my doom I — What says Mark Antony ? 
Where is he ? Oh, he will be more enraged 
Than Telamon for his shield ! 

Alex, You must avoid him. 
He raves on you, and cries he is betray'd. 
His fury shakes his fabric like an earthquake ; 
Heaving for vent, he bursts like bellowmg ^tna^ 
In sounds scarce human. — Do not see him yet 

Cie, I must not. — Whither go ? 

Alex. Retire, awhile, 
Within your monument : — meet not thb tempest ; 
Jt will o'erbiow. 

Cie. Not till he hears Fm dead ; — 
Then wodld this gust of anger end in grief. 

Alex. E'en that way turn it^ then ;-*let m« report 
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To Antony thatyou have slain yourself: 
When undeceived, his joy will be so great. 
He will forgive^ ifnot i'orget| the ills 
Our fleet hath wrought him. 

Cle. Well, weU, be it so. Away, Alexas ! 

[£rtie Alsxas, 
Jlnd yet, 'tis not for fear that I avoid him : 
I know him noble ; when he banished me. 
And thought me false, he scorn'd to take my life* 
Put I'll be justified, and then die witli him. 

[Exeunt Cleopatra and her Women* 



SCENE IIU 



Within tlit T&wn of Ales:aniriitf 



Enter Antony and Ventidius. 

Ant* Gods ! how this foul iEgyptian hath betray'd 
me ! 
Her fleet and Cassar's mingle in the port, 
And there, like long-lost friends, carouse together. 
O, sun ! thy up-rise shall I see no more ; 
Fortune and Antony part here, even here !— -^ 
All come to this I to this i 

Ven. This JEgypt is 
One universal traitor ; and their queen 
The spirit, and the extract, of 'em all. 

Ant* Is there yet left a possibility ?— 
The least unmortgaged hope I — for, if there be, 
Methinks I should not fall beneath the fate 
Of such a boy as Caesar. 

Vcn, There are yet 
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(The remnant now fled with us from the hills) 
Three legions lefl. If death be your design, 
As I must wish it now, these are sufficient 
To make a heap about us of dead foes. 
An honest pile for buriaL ^ 

Ant They're enough. 

Ven. Now you shall see I love you : — not a word 
Of chiding more : By my few hours of life, 
J. am 80 pleased with this brave Roman fate. 
That I would not be Caesar to outlive you. 

Atih Whp knows but yet we may— i^— 

Enter Alexas. 

How now, Alexas ? 

Ven. He comes from Cleopatra; — from your ruin ; 
And looks a lie before he utters it. 
Hence, villain, hence ! 

Ant. Away from me for ever I 
No syllable to justify thy queen : 
Let her begone ; the blot of my renown. 
And bane of all my hopes ! Let her be driven 
As far as man can think, from human commerce ; 
She'll poison to the centre I 

Alex. Sir, be satisfied. 
She'll ne'er molest you more ; — she could not bear 
To' be accused by you ; but shut herself 
Within her monument : Her silent tears 
Dropt, as they had not leave, but stole their parting 
At last, with dying looks- 



Ant, Mv heart forebodes !• 



Ven. All for the best : Go on. 

Alex. She snatch'd her poniard, ' 
And ere we could prevent the fatal blow, 
Plunged it within her breast. Go, bear my lord, 
(Turning to me, she said,) my last farewell; 
And ask him, if he yet suspect my faith ; 
More she was saying, but death riisb'd betwia^t i^^ 
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She half pronounced your name with her last bi^eath. 
And half was lost with it. 

Ant' And art thou dead ? 
Dead> Cleopatra ! Oh, then what am I ? 
The murderer of this truth, this innocence 1 
Tlipughts cannot form themselves in words so horrid 
As can express my guilt ! Oh, my poor love ! 

Ven. Is't come to this I the gods have been too 
gracious; 
And thus you thank 'em for't. 

Ant [To Alexas.] Why stay'st thou here ? 
Is it for thee to spy upon my soul. 
And see its inward mourning ? get thee hence: 
Thou art not worthy to behold what, now, 
Becomes a Roman emperor to perform. 

[Exit Alexas* 
I will not 6ght ; there's no more work for war ; 
The business of my angry hours is done. 

Ven. Cssar is at your gate. 

Ant^ Why, let him enter ; 
He's welcome, now. 

Ven. What lethargy has crept into your sorul ? 

Ant. 'Tis but a scorn of life, and just desire 
To free myself from bondage. 

Ven. Do it bravelv. 

Ant, I will ; but not by fighting. O, Ventidius \ 
What shpuld I fight for now f My Cleopatra, 
Kow thou art dead, let Caesar take the worlds-— 
An empty circle, since the jewel's gone 
Which made it worth my strife. 

Ven, Would yon be taken > 

Ant. Yes, I would be taken ; 
But as a Roman ought, — dead, my Ventidius* 

Ven. I shall not outlive you. 1 could wish 
We threw life from us with a better grace ; 
That, like two lions, taken in the tc^ls. 
We might, at least, thrust out our paws, and wo md 
The hunters that enclose us. 
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Ani^ I have thought on't 9 
VentidiuSy you must live. 

Vefh I must not, sir. 

Ant. Wilt thou not live to speak some good of 
me ? , 
To stand bv my fair fame, and guard th' i^proadies 
From the ill tongues of men ? 

Ven» Who shsdl guard mine^ 
For living after you ? 

Ant. Say, I command it. 

Ven, If we die well, our deaths will speak them- 
selves, 
And need nto living witness'. 

Ant. Thou hast loved me, 
And fain I would reward thee ; I must die ; 
Kill me, and take the merit of my death 
To make thee friends with Caesar. 

Ven. Did I think 
You would have used me thus ^ that I should die 
With a hard thought of you i 

Ant. Forgive me, Roman ^ 
Since I have heard of Cleopatra's deaths 
My reason bears no rule upon my tongue. 
I have thought better ; do not twice deny me. 

Ven. By heaven, I will not, 
So it be not to outlive you. 

Ant. Kill me first. 

Ven^ Give me your hand. 
We shall soon meet again. Now, farewell, emperor-^ 

[Embraces^ 
Methinks that word's too cold to be my last : 
Since death sweeps all distinctions, farewell, friend 1 
And, yet, I cannot look on you, and kill you^ : 
Pray, turn your face. 

Ant. I do : strike home, be sure. 

Ven. Home as my sword will reach ! [K^ hitiwif* 

AfU. O, thou raistakest : 
lliou Fobb'st me of my deathr 



SCXNK U.] AXtaXt Am CLBOSATftA* 7S 

Ven. Think'tis the first tima that J. e'er deceived 

you. 

If that may plead m^ pardon. And, you godfl^ 
Forcive me, oh, forgive ! for I die perjured^ 
Bather than kill my firiend. (Dies* 

Ant. Farewell ! £yer my leader, eyen ia death ! 
My queen and thou have got the start of me, 
And I'm the lag of honour* [Fatts on his Sward* 

Ah! not dead! 
pye miss'd my heart— -O, unperforming hand ! 
Thou never could'st have err'd in a worse time. 

[Noise xjoHhouU 
Hark \ I hear footsteps.— -«-0h, dispatch^ di^atch 
me! 

Enter Philo, xtnth Soldiers* 

. PMbh Whence are those groans ! Hai-«- 'tis our 
general I 
Ant^'Vve done my work ill, friends; make, make 
an end 
Of what I have begun. 

Phila* J^ot I j-r-nor any one. 

£n/er DiOMSDBS. 

Dio. Where is Mark Antony ? 
JPkih. [MowrftfuUy,'\ Here> Diomed ! 
jptb. Oh, heavy sight ! [Se»» A|f tony. 

Ant, Diomed, is it not I 
* Dfo. I come, sir, from the queen ; firom Cleopa- 
tra. 
Ant. When did she send ? 
Dio* Now, my lord. 
Ant. Now ! where is she ? 
Dto. Lock'd in her monument: — for when she 
heard 
You did suspect she had made terms with Caesar, 
(Which never will be found) and that your rage 
Could not be sootb'd; she yielded to Alexas 

G 
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Her haitjr leanreto tell jjrou she was dead. 
But| fearins sincei how it might work> bath sent 
Me to {Mrooaim the truth; and I am qome, 
I dread, too kte ! 
Am* Too late, good Dioned ; Call my gnard, I 

pr*ythce» 
jp/o* What, bo I the emperor's guard !— Ceme^ 
your Lord calls. 

ErUer a Guai^d. 

Ani. Bear me, ^ood friends, where Cleopatra bidesi, 
^Hs the last semee that I dbaB command you. 
4 Soldier. Woe, woe are we^ you may not Uve to 
wear 
All your true fbllowers out ! 
Ani. Nayi my good fellows ! please not our hard 
^ate 

To grace it with your sorrows. Ycmder Kesy 
In death, the brave Ventidius :— Bear bis corse 
To burial ; — and respect it as my own.-.- 
And — ^life flows fast — ^Take me to Cleopatra I 

[Soldiers throng rounds and support him* 
Vse led you oft ; — ^lead me, now, gaUant mends^ 
And have my thanks for all ! 

[Exit Mark Antony, supported iy his guard 

and other soldiers, iioho bear atxmy the body of 

Yentibius. 
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A Street in Akxantbid* 



JbOerCSMAiL^ DoLABELLAi AftUFPA, otki 

Soldiers. 

m * 

Cdu, Horn ! M'n upon his swordj AUd djuagi f^f 
you? 

Sol. *Tis Md for certain that he cannot Ktb. 

Gees. The breakkig •of 60 great a apirit dkould 
Convube the Ihune ofiiatiire ; this our globe 
Should have thook Hobs into cvril jEAreete, 
And citizens to dens. In his name lay 
•A moiety df the world. O A«Umy ! 
IVe followed thee to this : I «iuflft^ perforcei 
Have shewn to thee such a decMaing dajy 
Or look OB tliiae* 

Agn Caesar is touched* 

IM. When such a spacious iinrror^s set beforti 
hiniy 
He needs nnist see himself. 

Cas. Come hither, Dolabella; 
Hie 4hee to Cleopatra ; say to tier 
We purpose her no «hame ; give her what comfort 
The quality of her passion eihall require : 
Lest, in her greatness, by some desperate act 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph. <to. 

[Ejoit DOLABBLLA. 

On, in our march^ through Alexandria. 

[Fhurish. Extmfi 
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SCENE IV« 

The Interior of a Monument 

Cleopatra> Charmiok, and Iras, discovered* 

Ck* Of siinl now quit the shining spheite thott 
movest in^ 
And leave the world in darkness* 0» Mark Antony ! 

Enter Antomyi supported hy the Ouard. 

Help, help ! [Running to Aun* 

Ant. Pm dying, Cleopatra, dying ! ^ 
But here importune death awhile, until 
Of many thousand kisses, the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips^ 

Cle. O, come, come, come ! [Emiracing kim 

And die where thou hast lived. 

Ant. One word, sweet : 
Of Csesar seek your honour and your safety. 

Cfe. They do not go together. 

Ant* Gentle, hear me ;— 
None about Caesar trust, but Proculeius. 

Cle. My resolution, and my hand, I'll trust ^^-^ 
None about Caesar. 

Ant. The miserable change, now, at my end. 
Lament nor sorrow at ; but please your thoughts 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes ; 
Wherein I lived the greatest prince o' the worlds 
The noblest ; and do now not basely die^ 
Nor cowardly ;— -put off my helmet to 
My countryman ; a Roman, by a Roman, 
Valiantly vanquish'd ; — an d -my spirit is going $ 
I can no more i— one kiss !— and-— oh I [Dies. 



Cle> The crown o' the earth doth melt ! My lord ! 
my lord f 
0> withered is the garland of the war ! 
The soldier's pride is ^i'n ; the odds are gone ; 
And there is nothing left of worth beneadi 
tThe visiting moon ! 

Char» O9 quietness, dear lady ! 

Ira*' Ohy madam, madan:^! 

Char. Leave us with the aiieetf , 
A whUe, good Diomed. Take the soldiers hence. 

[Exit DioMEDCSy iaUh the SoMen.- 

Ck» [Recoverir^.] Ah me !-^Is't CharmiiMi %ere i 
what, Irasy too ? 

Char* Dear royal empress! 

Cie. Good now, come; take heaf^; 
We^U bury kim$ and tl^en what's brave, what'iT 

noble^ 
Let's do ft after the liigh Roman fashion^ 
And make death proud to take us; 

has* Listen !— -hark !-^ 
Some one approaches. 
' Cfe. Surprised ( 

Enier DbtASfELt Av 

£'en be it so.-— Welly sir, you ^ome firolfti Caesat. 

DoL Cassar sends greetmg to' the queen of £gypt> 
'And bids thee study On what fair demands 
Thou itaean'sl to have him grant thee. 

Ck. What's thy name ? 

DoL My name is Dolab^Ila'i— ^ 
Most noble queen, assuredly you ktioW iM f 

Cfe. No matter, sir, iwbat I have heard or lenown. 
You laugh when boys or women Icti their drOams ; 
Is't not your trick ? 

Dol i understand' not, nUtdmu 

€?e. I dreamt there was an emperor Antony :-^ 
Of such another sleep ! that I might see 
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But iBuch another man i ^ ^ 

Know you what Caesar means to do with me ? 

Dol. I am loth to tell you what I would you knew> 

Cle, He'tt lead me^ then, in triumph i 

Dol. Madam, he will : Once, sworn by your com<^ 
mandy 
Which my love makes religion to obey^ 
I tell you this : — Caesar through Syria 
Intends his journey; andi within three days» 
You, with your children, will he send before s 
MflJce your best use of this ; I have perfbrm'd 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

Cle. Dolabella, 
I shall remain your debtor. 

DoL I, your servant. 
Adieu, good queen ! I must attend on Caesar. 

Ck. FareweU, and thanks ! [Exit DoLABXtLa. 
Now, Charmion, what think'st thou I 
Thou^ an Egyptian puppet, shalt be ahewn 
In Rome, as well as I. 

Char. 0| the good gods 1 and must we live to see 
it? 

Cle. No, never, never, Charmion 1 thou remem- 
berest, 
This morn, a rural fellow brought me fruit ; 
And at the bottom of his basket lurk'd 
The pretty worm of Nilci that kills, and pains not : 
Bring me that basket. {Exit Chaemioju 

Methinks I hear 

Antony call ; 1 see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act : I hear him mock 
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give metk 
To excuse their after wrath. 

Enter Charmion taith the lasheL 

Char, Oh, madam ! what is it you have resohred ? 
Cle. [Taking the basJcet.\ Dull tliat thou art! I go 
to meet my love. 
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Ayy here's the aspick : — Husband, now I come ! 
[Goes to a couch tohich she ascends i her wmet^ 
eontpose her on it. 
Now to that name tny courage prove my titio ! 
I apa fire aind air ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, have you done I 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my fips. 
Farewell, kind Charmion I Iras, long farewell i 

[Kissing thenu 
Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ! that I may say 
The gods themselves do weep. 
Come, mortal wretch, [To the asp, iqfplying if; 

Come, thou poor venomous lool I 
Be angry and dispatch* 

Char. O, eastern star ! 

Cle, Peace, peace \ 
I soon shall meet my noble Antony, 
And meet his kiss, which 'tis my heaven to have* 

Char, O, break ! 0, break my heart 1 

Cle. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle^—-" 
O, Antony I [Dies. 

inter Gtuard. 

Guard. Where is the queen ? . 
Approach, ho ! All's not well. 
What work is here ! Charmion, is this well done i 

Enter Dolabella* 

i)ol. How BOW I 

Way there ! make way for Cassar ! 

Enter C^sar and his Officers. 

Jbol. O, sir ! you are too sure an augurer ; 
That you did fear, is done. . 

Ccesar*^ Bravest at the last t 
She levelled at our purposes, and, being royal-. 
Took her own way. 1 he manner of her death 2 
I do not see hev bleed } sh« looks like sleeps 
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As she would catch another Antony 
In her strong toil of grace* 

1st Guar£ {^Taking up the basieU] ITiese leaves 
have slime upon them ; 
Such as the aspick leaves upon the caves of Nile* 

desar. Most probable 
That so she fell ; for I have oh been told 
She bath pursued conclusioiA infinite 
Of easy wavs to die. 

Noir bear the bodies from the monument. 
She shall be buried by her Antony ; 
•Then we'll to Rome. — Come, Dolabella ; see 
High honour in this great solemnity. 

[Exeunt CiESAR and his Party* 



SCENE V. 



A Street in Alexandria, 



Mnter Proculeius, tmth an Officer, and a Company 

of Soldiers, 

Pro, Halt. We must here abide till Dolabella 
Arrive, to tell us how we may proceed 
In the interment of Mark Antony ; 
JjO ! in good time he comes. 

Enter Dolabella^ 

DoL Well met, my friends. 
If well we meet upon a cause so mournfuL 

Pro, Antony was your friend. 

DoL He was ;«— none, once, 
So dear to me as Antony;— -not Ctesar ; 

5 
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We were so closed within each other's bosoms,^ 
The rivets were not found that join'd us fast. 
•War sunder'd us !— ^Oh^ in his nappior day. 
His legs bestrid the ocean ; — his rear'd arm 
Crested the world ; — his voice was propertied 
As aU the tuned spheres, unto his friends ; 
But when he meant to quail, and strike the orb. 
He was as rattling thunder. 

Proc, How stands the order for our march I 

Dol. E'en thus; 
Attend the ceremony, as to serve. 
Bather than ta command, its order. — They 
Who served Mark Antony,^ e'eii to the last,* 
The best will honour bim^^— Our Caesar's troops 
Must be subservienti; — Antony's adherent& 
Must fix the order of procession, and 
Admit us, or reject us, at their wilL 

Pro» I am instructed. 

DoL I shall go with you* 

Pro» Now, soldiers, march ! 

[Soldiers and their leaders march oui^ 



SCElSTE vu . 

Alexandria* 

A Grand Funeral Procession ; 

During which is sung the follow ing 

EPICEDIUM. 

CHORUS. 

Cold in death the hero lies ; 

Nerveless, now, the vicior^s arm ; 
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Quenched the Ught*mng of his egeSf 
The foe to daunts thefiiir to dkarm* 
Mourtif sddierst mourn ! gour dojf is dme ; 
Valour has lost its cheering sun / 
The Roman glory sets on Egypt* s share. 
And great Mark Antony mil rise no more» 



SOLO* 



Ohf comrades ! mawf a time has he 
Led us to glorious victory ! • 
Then^ blush notfJHends^ at drops thxH^firce 
' Dawn manhood^ s cheek their rugged course s 
The tears that sddiers o'er their general t^ed. 
Are brave menU tribute to a brave man ^kad. 



TRTO9 OR QUARTETTO* 

A constant Jire his courage gl&tv*d ; 

A ceaseless stream his bounty ^ow^tL 
Jf riches in thejield of fame he reap^d^ 
The harvest toas on love andjrienaship heap^dm 



SOLO. 

When Mars no longer battled on his side^ 

And Neptune^ xoeary of his protoess grotont 
Buoyed him no mare to conquest dotiim the tide^ 
Ken then no sxvord subdued him but his oujUt 
While Cleopalra^s grave ye irimy 
There her loved Antony inter ; 
For she her Egypt lost Jar him. 
He half the world Jbr her. 
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GRAND CHORUS. 



No monumentf tUl notu, could boast a pair 
Sojamed, yet^ ah i so luckless in their doom ; 

Lonz taUl the dwes qf Venus murmur ihere^ 
And shouts cftnarrioTs thunder o^er the tomk 
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REMARKS. 



This tragedy is one amongst Shakspear^'s dramas^ 
which requires, in representation, such eminent 
powers of acting, that it is scarcely ever brought upon 
the stage, but when a theatre has to boast oi per- 
formers highly gifted in their &rt. 

The part of Kmg John is held most difficult to 
perform. John is no hero, and yet he is a murderer 
u- .his best actions are debased by meanness, deceit^ 
or cowardice, and yet he is a king. Here is then to 
be pourtrayed, thirst ot blood, without thirst of feme; 
and dignity of person, with a grovelling mind* 

Garrick was so little satisfied with his own per* 
fbrmance of this character, that, atter playing it with 
cold approbation from the audience, he changed i( 
for the illegitimate Faulconbridge ; where nature 
forced him to oppose the author's meaning by a di- 
minutive person, though art did all its wonders in his 
fiivpur. 

The genius of Kemble gleams terrific through the 
gloomy John. No auditor can hear him call lor his 
** Kingdom's rivers to take th^ir course 
*• Thruugh his bum'd bosom,'' 
and not feel tor that moment parched with a scorch- 
ing fever* 
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Yety in a previous scene with Hubert, by suffering 
his auditors to get before him, as it were, he fails of 
perfection in the part., An attentive audience is 
never dull of comprehension ; andy however swifUy 
an actor proceeds, will follow close : but if permitted 
to gain ground of him, and penetrate the secret he 
should disclose, he gives up his prerogative by dally- 
ing with the impatient, who dive into impending 
events, with fatal ponsequence to all scenic ^eceptioD. 

Though Hubert sinks in importance by not being 
f>f the blood rp^al in this play, his character is illua** 
trious from his virtue^ Cooke, in the habit of perw 
forming characters f^r superior, elevates Hubert so 
much ^bqve tl^e level where performers in general 
place him, that he displays, in this single instance^ 
abating every other, abilities of the very first phmu 

Constance is the favourite part both of the poet 
and the audience ; and she has been highly fortunate 
under the protection of the actress. It was the part 
jn which that idol of the public, Mrs Cibber, was 
ipost of all adored ; and the following lines, uttered 
jby Mrs Si4dons in Constance^ 

<* I . Here I and sorrow sit ; 

** This is my throne, bid kings come bow to it,'* 

f^pem like a triumphant reference to her own potent 
akill in thp delineation of wpe, as well as to the ago- 
nizing sufferings of the mother of young Arthur. 

Faulconbridge, one of the brightest testimonies of 
Shakspeare's comic power, is excellent relief ^> that 
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part of the tragedy which may be styled more dull 
than pathetic. Mr C. Kemble personates this child 
of love, as Shakspeare hiipself couJd widi.f— if those 
who remember Garrick in the part complain of C» 
Kemble's inferior gaiety and spirit, the ioferiority fa 
granted. Still, he would be something nearer n 
equality with this great archetype of actors^ couM 
but those critics recall their gaiety and spirit, ^hich, 
in their juvenile days, inspired them with the ardour 
to admire. 

Prince Arthur is of more importance than eithep 
manager or actors generally conceive. They seldom 
care whether a princely or plebeian child is to p«iy 
form the part ; whether from feature* or from voice* 
Arthur should belie his royal birth, and take awipjr 
all sympathy in his own and his mother's suftringf. 

Thopgh Shakspeare's King John is Inferior to 
many of his plays, yet it contains some poetic pat* 
sages, and some whole scenes, written with his hand* 
beyoiid all power of forgery. 

Theobald says, in his commentaries on this dramat 
** The action of the play begins at the thir^-fourth 
year of the king's life, and takes in only some tram- 
actions of his reign to the time of his demise, being 
an interval of aboift seventeen years.'' 
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KING JOHN. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENS I. 

I 

England, — The Palace* 

Flourish ofDrumi and Trumpets* 

King John, upon the Throne^ Quibn Elinor, E4* 
BEXf Salisbury, Pembroke* Hubert, Chatil- 
LOV^English and French GentlemeNi — and 
English Guards* discovered. 

K. John* Now* say, Chatillon* what woi|ld Fnmce 

with us ? 
Cha. Thus* after greeting, speaks the King of 
France, 
In mv behaviour* to the maiesty, 
The borrowed majesty* of England here— - 

Eli. A strange beginning ;---borrow'd majesty! 
K» John. Silence* good mother ;— hear tlie em* 

bassy. 
Cha. Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
€^ thy deceased brother* Geffrey's son* 
Arthur Plantagenet* lays most lawful claim 
To this fiur island and the territories; 
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To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Tourainey Maine: 
Desinng thee to lay aside the 8word» 
Which sways usurpingly these seyeral titles. 
And put the same into young Arthur's hand, 
Thv nephew, and right royal sovt^reign. 

k. John What follows, if we dballow of this i 
Cna. The proud control of fierce and hloody war, 
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John Here have we war for war, and blood for 
blood, 
Controlrnent for controlment ; so answer France. 

Cha, Then take my king's defiance from my mouthi 
The furthest limit of my embassy. 

K. John. Bear mine to him ; and so depart in 
peace: 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For, ere thou canst report 1 will be there, 
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard ; 
So, hence 1 Be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 
And sullen presage of your own di'cay.—- 
An honourable conduct let him have ; 
Hubert, look to't .-^—Farewell, Chatillon. 

[Exeunt CH^riLLOfi 9 Hubert, and the 
French Gentlemen. 
Elu What now, my son ? have I not ever said. 
How that ambitious Constance would not ceasie. 
Till she had kindled France, and all the world. 
Upon the ri^ht and party of her son ? 
This might have been prevented and made whole. 
With very easy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage of two kingdonys must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

r 

Enter English Herald, who tohig)ers Essex. 

K. John. Our strong possesnon^ and our right, 
6>r us. 
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EU. Your stroDg possession, much more than your 
right; 
Or else it must go wrong with you> and me. 

Ess. My liege, here is the strangest controveny 
Come from the country to be judged by you. 
That e*er I heard : shall I produce the men ^ 

K. John. Let them approach.— 

[Exit English Hbbald. 
Our abbeys and our priories shall pay 
This expedition's charge— 

Enter English Hbrald, toith Philip anj RoBsaT 

Faulconbridgc. 

What men are you ? [Exit English Herald. 

FauL Your hiithful subject I, a gentlemant ^ 
Bom in Northamptonshire ; and eldest son, 
As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge ; 
A soldier, by the honour-eiving hand 
Of Coeur-de-lion, knighted in the field* 

K. John. What art thou i 

Rob. The son and heir to that same Fau1conbrid|^. 

Km John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir t 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Faul. Most certain of one mother, mighty king. 
That is well known; and, as I think, one fkthert- • 
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
I put you o'er to Heaven, and to my mother: 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. 

EU. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame thy 
mother. 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

Faul. I, madam ? no, 1 have no reason for it; 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine :— 
The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out 
At lea«t trom fair five hundred pound a-year: 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour and my land I 



10 KOlo JOKV. [Aev i; 

IL John. A good Uunt fellow.^— Why, being youog- 
er born. 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

JFauL I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he glanderM me with bastardy : 
But whether I be aa true begot or no, 
That still I lay upon my mother's head; 
But that 1 am as well begot, my liege, 
(Fair fail the bones that took the petns for me!) 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 
If old Sir Robert did beget us both» 
And were our father, and this son like him ;— • 
O, old Sir Roben» father, On my knee 
I giTc Heaven thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K* John, Why, what a mad-cap hath Heaven lent 
us here ! 

Elu He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion's fiuse; 
The a.'Cent of his tongue afiecteth him:^ 
Do you not read si^me tokens of my son 
In the targe composition of this man^ 

K. f/ohtt. Mine eye hath well examined his parts, 
And finds them perfect Richard.— Sirrah, speak, 
Whtir doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Rob, My giacious liege, when tliat my father 
lived. 
Your brother did employ my father much ^— 

FatJ Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land ; 
Your tale must be how he eroployM my mother. 

Bitb* And once dispatch'd him in an embassy 
To Germany, there, with the emperor. 
To treat of high afiuirs touching that time : 
The advantage of his absence took the king. 
And in the meam time sojourn'd at. my father's ; 
Where how he did prevail 1 shame to speak : 
But Truth is truth ; Urge lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and luy mother lay, 
(As i have heard my father speak himself,) 
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When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeathed 
Hi8 lands to me ; and took it on his death. 
That this, my mother's son, was none of lus ; 
And, if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks betore the course of time >^ 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mhie,^ 
My father's land, as was my father's wilL 

K* John Sirrah, your brother is legitimate!; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him: ^ 
And, if she did play fiilse, the fault was hers; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives^-* 
Your father's heir must have your Other's land. 

Rob* Shall then my father's will be of no force 
To dispossess that chdd, which is nor his i 

FatU. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir. 
Than was his will to get me, as 1 think. 

EU. Whether hadst thou rather be a Faulcon* 
bridge, 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land. 
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord of thy prebeocet and no land beside i 

Fond. Madam, and it my brother had my shape^ 
And i had his. Sir Robert his, like him , 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods; 
My arms such eel- skins stuflp'd ; my face so thin; 
And, to his shape, were heir to ail this land, 
'Would I might never stir from off this place, 
I'd give it every toot to have this face ; 
I would not be Sir Mob in any case. 

EU, I like thee well :— Wilt thou forsake thy for- 
tune. 
Bequeath ihy land to him, and follow me ? 
I am a soldier, and now bound to France. 

Fatd. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my 
chance; 
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Your face hath got fire huDdred pound a«year; 
Yet sell your face for five-pence, and 'tii dear.— 
Madam, PU follovr you unto the death. 

Eli. Nay, i would have you go before me thither. 

Faul. Our country manners give our betters way. 

K, John. What is thy name ? 

FatiL Philip, my liege; so is my name begun; 
Philip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldest son. 

K. John, From henceforth bear his name, whose 
form thou bear'st; 
Kneel thou down, Philip, but arise more greol; 
Arise Sir Richard, and Planta^net. 

Faul. Brother, by my mother's side, give me your 
hand; 
My father gave me honour, yours gave land :— - 
!Now blessed be the hour, by night or day, 
AVhen 1 was got, Sir Robert was away !— 
Brother, adieu :— good fortune come to thee, . 
fur thou wast got i* the way of honesty. 

K> John. Go, Faulconbridge ! now hast thou thy 
desire, 
A landless knight makes thee a landed 'squire.-^ 

lExit RoBGAT Faulgombridos. 
Come, madam, and come, Richard : we must speed 
For France, for France ; fur it is more than need* 
IFlourish of Drums and Trumpets.!^^ExeujU all 
but Faulconbridge. 

Faul* A foot of honour better than I was; 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady :— 
« Good den, Sir Richard"—" God-a-mercy, fellow I* 
And if his name be George, PU call him Peter; 
For new-made honour doth furget men's names.»»i 
But who comes in such haste ? 
What woman post is this ? hath she no husband 
That will take pains to blow a horn before her i 
O me, it is my mother* 
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Enier Lady Faulconbridge and Gurnet. 

How now, good lady ? 

What brings you here to court so hastily ? ^ 

JL Faul. Where is that slave, thy brother ? Where 
is he» 
That holds in chase mine honour up and down ? 
' Fatd. My brother Robert? old Sir Robert's son? 
Coibrand the giant, that same mighty man ? 
Ift it Sir Robert's son, that you seek so ? 

L. Faul. Sir Robert's son ! Ay, thou unreverend 
boy. 
Sir Robert's son : Why scorn'st thou at Sir Robert? 
lie Is Sir Robert's son, and so art thou* 
. FauL James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a 
while? 

Gur. Good leave, good Philip* 

FauL Philip ? — sparrow ! — James, 
There's toys abroad ; anon PU tell thee more* 

[Bait Gurney. 
IVIadam, I was not old Sir Robert's son : 
Sir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Upon Good Friday, and ne'er broke his fast : 
Sir Robert could do well; marry, (to confess,) 
Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it ; 
We know his handy-work: — Therefore, good motlier^ 
To whom am I beholiien for these limbs ? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

L. Faul, Hast thou conspired with thy brother too. 
That for thine own gain snould'st defend mine ho* 

nour? 
What means this scorn, thoii most untoward knave f 

Faul. Knight, knight, good mother : — Basilisko* 
like !— 
What ! I am dubb'd ! I have it on my shoidder.-^ 
But, mother, I am not Sir Robert's son ; 
1 have disclaim'd Sir Robert| and my land ; 

s 
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Lefritimatioiiy name, and all is gone : 

Then, good my mother, let me knoir my father: 

Some proper man* I hope :— Who was it, mother t 

L. Faid. Hast Uiou denied thyself a Faulooii* 
bridge? 

FauL As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

L. FauL King Richard Cceor-de-lion was thy fii* 
ther: 
By long and vehement suit I was seduced 
To make room for him in my husband's bed; 
Thou art the issue of my drar offence : 
Heaven lay not my transgression to my diarge ! 

Faul. Now, by this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wish a better father. 
Some sins do bear their privile^ on earth. 
And so doth yours ; your fault was not your foUy t 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose. 
Against whose fury and unmatched force 
The awless lion could not wi^e the fight. 
Nor keep his princely heart fVom Richard's hand. 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts. 
May easily win a woman's. Ah, my mother, 
With ail my heart i thank thee for my father! 
Who lives and dares but say, thou didst not well 
When i was got, I'll send his soul to helL— 
Come, lady, 1 will show thee to my kin ; 

And they shall say» when Richard me begot. 
If thou badSt said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who saySi it was, he lies ; 1 say, 'twas not. 

[ExeiMm 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



8CBNS !• 

Frmwe. 
The Walls afAngiers» 

Flounth rfDrums and TrumjiiHu 
i^iffrPHiLiPy King of France^ 'Lwm^^ihe DaujMlh 

AKTHUlt» CoNSTAMC£» ike ABCHDUKfc jtf AV8* 
TRIA, FrBNCH H£BA|«Py.GsMTLKJi£Vy a rBUH- 

P£T| and Guards. 

K* Phil. Before Angien well nsett brave Austria**- 
Arthur, that great forerunner of rhy biood* 
Kichard Ih^t robb'd the lion of his heart, 
And fought the holy war« In Palestine, 
By this brave duke came early to hut grave ; 
Ai^f for amends to his posterity, 
At our importance hither is he come. 
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf; 
And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle» English John: 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Arth* Heaven shall forgive you Cioeur-de-iion's 
death, 
The rather, that you give his oflfapring life, 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war: 
I give you welcome with a powerless hand, 
But with a heart lull of unstained love : 
Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke. 
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Leoo. A noble boy! Who would not do thee 
right? 

Au8t. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kisi^ 
As seal to this indenture of my love: 
That to my home I will no more return. 
Till Angiers» and the right thqu hast in France^ 
Together with that pale, that white-tiaced shore* 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides^ 
£v*n till that England, hedged in with the maaii^ 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes 
Salute thee for her king : till then, fair boy. 
Will i not think of home, but follow arms. 

Con. 0,take his mother's thanks, a widow's thanln^ 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength^ 
To make a more requital to your love. 

Ausi* The peace of Heaven is theirs, that lift 
their swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 

K. Phil. Well then, to work ; our cannon shall be 
bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town.<— 
We'll lay before this town our royal bones, 
But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Con. Stay for an answer to your embassy. 
Lest unadvised you stain your swon^s with blood; 
My Lord Chatlllon may from England bring 
That right in peace» which here we urge in war; 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood. 
That hot rash hate so indirectly shed. 

[A Trumpet tmrndu 

K. PbiL A wonder, lady ! — lo, upon thy wish. 
Our messenger Chatillon is arrived — 

Enter Chatillon and Frcnch GsNTLBBCEir. 

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord ; 
Cliatillon, speak. 

pha. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege^ 
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And stir them up against a mightier task* 
England, impatient of your just demands. 
Hath put himself in arms : the adverse winds, 
IVhose leisure I have stay'd, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I : 
With him along is come the mother queen, 
An Ate» stining him to blood and stnfe t 
With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a bastard of the king's deceased ; 
Ancj all the unsettled humours of the land : 
In brieC a braver choice of dauntless spirits. 
Than now the English bottoms h^ve waft o'er^ 
Did never fluat upon the swelling tide, 
T6 do offence and scathe in Christendom.-^ 

[d March at a disiance. 
The interruption of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hfmd. 
To parley, or to fight; therefore, prepare. 
K. Phil- How much unlook'd for is this expedi- 
tion! 

A March. 

Enter King John, Faui«(X)nbr|dcb, Elinor, Sa- 
LisBUHY, Blanch, Pkiibuoke, Essbx, HyBKRT, 
English Herald, Gbntl£M£.n, a Trumpet, 
and Guards. 

K* John. Peace be to France ; if France in peace 
permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our 'own ! 
If not, bleed France, and peac^e ascend to heaven ! 

K. Phil. Peace be to England ; if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace !— 
Look here upon thy brother Gefirey's tace ; 
These isyes, these orows, were moulded out of his: 
That Geffirey was thy elder brother born. 
And this his son ; England was Gefirey's rights 
And this is Geffrey's : in the name of Heaven^ 
How comes it then, that thou art called ft kingi 

b2 
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When living blood doth in these temples beat, 
Which owe the crown that thou o'er-mastereat ? 

X. John. From whom hast thou this great com« 
mission, France, 
To draw my answer from thy articles i 

K. Pka* From that supernal Judge, that stirs good 
thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 
To look into the blots and stains of right t 
That Judge bath made me gunrdian to this boj; 
Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong. 

K. John» A'acic, thou dost usurp authority. 

K. Phil. Excuse : it is to beat usurping down. ■ 

Eli. Who is it, thou dost call usurper, France ? 

Con* Let me make answer ; thy usurping son* 

Arih. Good my mother, peace ! 
I would, that 1 were low laid in my grave : 
I am not worth this coil, that's made for me. 

Eli* His mother shames him so, poor boy, he 
weeps. 

Con. His grandam*s wrongs, and not his mother's 
shames. 
Draw those Heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes. 
Which Heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 
Ay, with these crystal beads Heaven shall be bribed 
To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Mi. Thou monstrous slanderer of Heaven and 
earth ! 

Just. Peace! 

FauL Hear the crlen 

Just, What the devil art thou ? 

Faul. One that will play the devil, sir, with you. 
An a 'may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes, 




K. Phik King John, this is the very sum of aII|-» 
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England and Ireland, /Vnjou, Touraine) Mainey 

In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 

W lit thou resign rhem, and lay down thy dawn t ' 

K. John My hte a» soon :->I do defy thee, France* 
Arthur o^ Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 
And, out ot my dear love, I'll give thee more 
Than e*er the co^i^ard hand of France can win» 

K^ PhiL Some trumpet summon hither to the 
walls 
These men of Angters ; let us hear them speak, 
IVfaose title they adroit, Arthur's or John's. 

\fhe French Trumpet sounds a Parfey. 

Enter Citizens uponihe WaUu 

Cit. Who is it, that hath wam'd ut^ to the waUa^ 

K. PhiL ' lis France, tor England. 

K. John. England, for itself ; ^ 

You men of Anglers, and my loving subjects,— 

K. PhiL You loving men of Angiers, Arthur'a 
' subjects. 

Our trumpet called you to this gentle parle. 

K. John. For your advantage ;— »theLetbrei hear oa 

first.— 

These flags ot France, that are advanced here 
BeiY)re the eye and prospect of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement: 
All preparation for a bloody siege, 
And merciless proceeding by thene French, 
Confront your city's eyes, yout winking gates ; 
But on the sight of us your lawful king. 
Behold, the French, amazed, vouchsafe a parle: 
And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fir^ 
To make a shaking fever in your walls. 
They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke^ 
To make a faithless error in your ears ; 
Which trust accordingly, kind citizens. 
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And let us ip, your king, whose laboured qpSrits, 
Forwearied in this action of iwift speed. 
Crave harbourage within your cily waUs. 
K* Phil* When I haire saidy make answer to us 
both. 
Lo» in this right hand, 
Stands young Plantagenett 
|3on to the elder brother of this nuui# 
And king o'er him, and all that he enjojrs : 
For this down-trodden equity, w6 tread 
In warlike march these greens before jrour town ; 
Peing no further enemy to you. 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal. 
In the relief of this oppressed child, 
Beligiously provokes. 
Then tell us, shall your city call us lord. 
In that bebs^ which we have chiedlenged it ? 
Or shall we give the signal to our rage, 
And stalk in blood to our possession i 
CU* In brief, we are the King of England's sub* 
jects; 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K, John, Acknowledge then the king, and let me 

in. 
CiL That can we not : but he that proves the king» 
To blip win we prove loyal ; till that time. 
Have we ramm'd up our gates against the world. 
K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove 
the king f 
And, if not that, I bring you witnesses. 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breeds— 
FauL Bastards, and else. 
JT* John. To verify our title with t^ieir lives. 
K* PhiL As many, and as ^ell-bom bloods aa 

tliose,-*- 
Fatd, Some bastards too« 
K. PhiU Stand in his facci to contradict his clainu 
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Cii. Till you compound whose right is worthiett. 
We, for the worthiest, hold the right from both. 
K. John. Then fieaven forgive the sin of all those 
souls. 
That to their everlasting residence. 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet. 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's King ! 

K. Phil. Amen, amen!— Mount, chevaliers! to 
arms! 

[Flouriih cf Drums and Tnimpets.-*^Exeunt all 
hut Austria and Faulconbhidor. 
Taut. Saint Greorge, that swinged the dragon, and 
e^er since 
Sits on his horseback, at mine hostess' door. 
Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah, were I at home* 
At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, 
YA set an ox-head to your lion's hidCf 
iknd make a monster of you* 
Anst. Peace ; no more. 
FtmL O, tremble; for you hear the lion roar. 

[^Exeunt Austria and Faulconbridgs* 

AlttTtaM^ 

inier Frbkch Herald with a Tnanfd^ yxAo 

sounds a Parky. 

JF. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your gates. 
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in ; 
Who, by the hand of France, this day bath made 
lAuch work for tears in many an English mother,^ 
Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground; 
While victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners ot the French ; 
Who are at hand, triumphantly displayed, 
Te CMiter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur ot Bretagne, England's king and yonrs^ 
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Enter Ekolish Herald tjoith a Tfvmpetf toko 

sounds a Parkjf» 

£• Her* Rejoice^ you men of AngierSi nog yoar 

belli; 
King John, jour king and Eo^iland's, doth approadii 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! 
Our colours do return in those san^e hands 
That did display them when we first march'd fiNth ; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English all with purpled bands, 
Pyed in the dying slaughter of their foes : 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 

Cit. Hertuds, from off our towers we might beh^dd* 
Fron^ first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies ; whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured ; 
Blood hath bought blood, and blows have •ntwer'd 

blows : 
One piust prove greatest ; while they weigh so eveOf 
We hold our town for neither; yet for both, 

A Charge. 
Enter the two Kings, %iith th^r Potvers^ as hefiire* 

K> John. France, hast thou yet more blood to cast 
away i 
, Say, shall the current of our right run on? 

K. Phil England, thou hast not saved one drop of 
blood. 
In this hot trial, more than we of France t 
Rather lost more. And by this hand I swear. 
That sways the earth thii» climate overlooks, 
Be&re we will lay down our just-borne arms. 
We'll put thee down, 'gionst whom these arms we 

bear, 
Or add a royal number to the dead. 

FauL Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towerSf 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire i 
Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus i 
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Cry, havock, kiogs ! back to the stained field, 

You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits ( 

Then let confusion of one part confirm 

The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and death f 

K John- w hose party do the townsmen yet admit ? 

K. Phil. Speak, citisens, for Enghind ; who's your 
king? 

CK^. The King of England, when we know the kins; 

K. PUL Know him in us, that here hold up m 
right. 

J^. J<An, In OS, thAt are our own great deputy i 
Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you* 

Gt A greater power than we, denies all this ; 
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates. 

Foul. By Heaven, these scroyles of Aingiers flout 
you. Kings ; 
Tour royal presences be ruled by me x 
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town s 

Seast and west let France and England mount 
eir battering cannon, charged to Uie mouths ; 
Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawi'd down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city : 
That done, dissever votir united strengths. 
And part your miogied colours once again; 
Turn face to fiice, and bloody point to point : 
Then, in a moment, fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion ; 
To whom in favour she shall give the day^ 
And kiss him with a glorious victory. 
How like you this wild counsel, mighty states i 
Smacks it not something of the policy f 
K. ffohfu Now, by the sky that hangs above tfut 
heads, 
I like it well ; — France, shall we knit our powers^ 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 
Theo« aOer, fight who siMdi be king of it i 

4? 
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K. PhiL Let it be so ; — Saj, where will yoa as* 
sault i 

K. John. We from the west will send destnictum 
Into this city's bosom. 

Aust. I from the north. 

A". PhiL Our thunders from the south 
Shall rain iheir drifl of bullets on this town. 

Paul, O prudent discipline 1 from north to south 
Austria and France shoot in each other's mouth :^- 
I'll stir them to it : — Come, awav, away ! 

Cit, Hear U8| great kings : Vouchsafe a while to 
stay, 
And I shall show you peace* and fair-faced league ; 
Win you this city without stroke,' or wound. 
Persevere not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

A*^ John, Speak on, with favour ; we are bent tm 
hear. 

Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady 
Blanch, 
Is near to En^^land : Look upon the years 
Of Lewiii the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
O, two such silver currents, when they join» 
Do glorify the banks thar bound them in : 
Two such controlling bountls shall you be, kingSi 
To these two princes, if you marry them* 
This iinion shall do more than battery can^ 
To our fast-closed gates: 
Without ihis match. 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 
Lions more contident, mountain < and rocka 
More free from motion ; no, not death liiaiself 
In iiiortai fury half so peremptory. 
As we io keep thl* city. 

Paul' Here's a stay. 
That shakes iht:* rot'en carcase of old death 
Oui ot hi^ rags ! Here's a lar^e mouth, indeed, 
Thatspitstortli eath, and uiountauis, roctus, aud t^cas ; 
TalL» tti familiarly of roaring lions. 
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A» niatds of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ? 
Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with words 
Since I first caii'd my brother's father, dad. 
Cit. Why answer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten*d town ? 

K* Phil. vVhat say'st thou, bey I look in the Ia4y'a 

tace* 
Leu>> 1 do, my lord : and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous oiiracle. 
The shadow of myself, 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[Kjng John, King Philip, Lewis and 
Blanch, talk apart. 
Faid. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye ! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow i 
And quarter'd in her heart ! — he doth espy 
Himself love's traitor : This is pity now, 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quarter'd, there should 

be. 
In such a love, so vile a lout as he. 

K, John. VV hat say these young ones i What say 

you, my niece ? 
Blan. That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom still vouchsate to' say. 

K. John. Sper.k then. Prince Dauphin ; can you 

love this lady r 
Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; 
For I do love her mo»t unfeignedly* 

K John. Philip of France, if thou be pleased 
withal. 
Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 
K* FhiU It likes us well ;— Young Princes^ dose 
your handb. 
Vow, Citizens of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let m that amity which you have made. — 

^Exeunt Cill^fiNS* 
Is not the Lady Constance in this troop I 
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Lew. Sheissadandptssionate, at vourhighneis'teiit. 

K. Phik Brother of Eftglandi how may we con^ 
tent 
This widow lady ? 

[The Citizens op^n the Gaiesp and enkf^ topre^ 
sent the Kmfg of the Tcfrnn. 

K* John. We will heal ud all t 
For we'll create young Artiiur Duke of Bretagn^ 
And Earl of Rionmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. — Call the Lady Constance, 
Some speedy messenger ; bid her repair 
To our solemnity.-^ [Exit SAitisBURT, 

Go we, as well as haste will suffer us. 
To this unlook'd-for, unprepared poibp, 

[Ptourish qf Drums and Trumfets,^^Exeuni aU 
but Faulconbridge, 

Paul. Mad world ! mad kings 1 mad composition ! 
John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole, 
Hadi willin^y departed with a part : 
And France, (whose armour conscience buckled on. 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field. 
As Heaven's own soldier,) rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil. 
That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling commodity— 
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 
Hath drawn him from his own determined aid. 
From a resolved and honourable war, 
To a most base and vile-concluded peace.—* 
And why rail I on this commodity i 
But for because he hath not woo'd me yet: 
Not that 1 have the power to clutch my handi 
When his tkir angels would salute my pahn; 
But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 
Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
Weil, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail. 
And say, — there is no sin, but to be rich ; 
And being rlch| my virtue then shall be. 
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To 88y^— -there is do vice^ bat \^egggrj ; 

Since kings break faith upon commocutjt 

Gaittf be my lord : for I viU worship Ihee. [ExU. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

8CJBVE Z* 

Franccw 

The Fbskcr Kikg's Teni. 

Etiier Arthur, CoNSTAMCBy and Salisiurt. 

. Con* Gone to be married ! gone to swear a pe^^t 
Fake blood to false blood join'd I Gone to be friends! 
Shall Lewis h|ive Blanch? and Blanch those pro* 

yinces? 
It is not so : thou hast mis-spoke^ mis-hieard ; 
I have a King's oath to the contrary- 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 
Why holds thine eye tfiat lamientable rheun^i 
Like a proi^d river peering o'er his bounds i 
Be these sad signs cojnfirmers pf thy words i 
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale. 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true i 

SaU As true» as> I believe^ you think them fiJse^ 
That gave you cause to prove my saying true. 

Con. 0| if thou teach me to believe this sorrow. 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die* 
Lewis marry Blanch I O, boy, then where art thou ? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of me ?— - 
Fellow, be gone ; I cannot brook thv sight. 

Arth* I do beseech yoU| mfKJami be contentt 
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Con. If thou, that bid*8t me be content, wert grim. 

Ugly, 

Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-ofiending marln, 
I would not care, I then would be content : 
But thou art fair; and at thy birth,— dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune join'd to make thee great : 
Of nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies boast. 
And with the half-blown rpse : but Fortune, O ! 
She is corrupted, changed, and won from thee ; 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ; 
And with her golden hand hath pluckM on France 
To tread down fidr respect of sovereignty. 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn i 
Envenom him with words; or get thee gone^ 
And leave those woes alone, which I akine 
Am bound to underbear. 

SaL Pbrdon me, madam, 
I may not go without you to the Ein^ 

CotL Thou may'st, thou shalt* 1 wdl not go with 
thee: 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout. 
To me, and to the state of my great grief. 
Let kings assemble ; for my griePa so great. 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up ; here I and sorrow sit : 
Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

[Throws herself on the Grounds 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 

Enter King John, Kino Philip, Lewis, Blanch, 
Austria, Elinor, Faulconbbidob, Chatil- 
LON, Pembroke, Essex, Hubbut, English He- 
rald, French Herald, English and Fhehch 
Gbntlkmkn, and Guards. 

' K. PhiL 'Tis true, fair daughter ; and this bleased 

day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival ; 



Th^ raMr)y ooune» that brinss this day about. 
Shall never see it but a heliday. 

Con* [Ristng.] A wicked day, and not a holy 
day! — 
What-hatb this day deserved i what hath U dooa^ 
That it in golden letters should be set. 
Among the high tides, in the kalend^r i 
Nay» rather, turn tliis day out of the week $ 
This day of shame, oppression, perjury : 
This day, ail things begun come to iU end ; 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K. PhU. By Heaven, lady, you shall have no 
cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day : 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty ? 

Con. You have beguiled me with a counterfeit. 
Resembling majesty; which, being touch'd, and 

try'd, 
Proves valueless : You are forsworn, forsworn ; 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood. 
But nbw in arms you strengthen it with yours : 
The grappling vigomr and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 
And our oppression hath made up this league :«- 
Airm, arm, you Heavens, against these perjured kings ! 
A> widow cries ; be husband to me. Heavens 1 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset. 
Set armed discord 'twixt these perjured kings ! 
Hear me, O, hear me ! 

Auii. Lady Constance, peace. 

Con* War! war i no peace ! peace is to me a war. 
P Lyrooges 1 O Austria ! thou dost shame 
irhat bloody spoil* Thou slave, thou wretch, thou 

coward ; 
Thou little valiant, great in villainy 1 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 

c2 
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Thou Fortune*! championt that dost never fight. 
But when her humorous ladyship is bj 
To teach thee safety ! 
Thou cold-blooded slave* 
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ? 
Been sworn my soldier f bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength I 
And dost thou now fall over to my ^>e8 ? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame. 
And hang a cairs-skin on those recreant limbs. 
Atut, (>, that a man should ^peak those words to 

me! 
Faul. And hand a calPs*skin on those recreant 

limbfi^ 
Aust. Thou darest not say so, villain, for thy life. 
Faui* And hang a calf s-skin on those recreant 

limbs. 
K* John. We like not this ; thou dost forget thy* 
self* 



A Trumpet sounds* 

Enter Cardinal Panddlph, attended* 

K* PkiL Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope. 

Pan Hail, you anointed deputies of Heaven !— 
To thee. King John, my holy errand is. 
I Pandulph. of fair Milan Cardinal, 
And from Pope innocent the Legate here. 
Do, in his nr^me, religiously demand. 
Why thou against the church, our holy mother. 
So wilfully dosr 8purn } and, force per force, 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen Archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 
This, in our 'foresaid holy fatlier's name. 
Pope innocent, I do demand of thee. 

A. John. What earthly name to interrogatories 
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Can task the fiiee breath of a sacred kfng I 

Thou canst not, cardinal, derise a name 

So Blighty unworthy, and ridiculous, 

To charge me to an answer, as the Pope* 

Tdl him this tale ; and, from the mouth of Engknd^ 

Add thus much more ;— That no Italian priest 

Shall tithe or toll in our dominions ; 

But as we, under Heaven, are supreme head| 

So, under him, that great supremacy, 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold^ 

Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 

So tell the Pope ; all reverence set apart 

To him and his usurped authority* 

K. PhiL Brother of England, you blaspheme in this* 

Km John^ Though you, and all the kings of Chria* 
tendom. 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 
And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dusti 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself; 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossiy led, 
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish $ 
Yet 1, alone, alone do me oppose 
Against the Pope, and count his friends my foeii 

Pan. Then, by the lawful power that 1 have^ 
Thou shalt stand cursed and excommunicate : 
And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to a heretic ; 
And meritorious shall that hand be call'dy 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateftd lite. 

Con. O, lawful let it be. 
That i have leave with Rome to curse awhile 1 
Good father cardinal, cry tbou, amen. 
To my keeii cufhes : for, without my. wrong, 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right* 

Pan. Philip of Erance, on peril of a curse^ 
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Let go tlie hand of that arch^ieretic; 

And raise the power of' Fnuice upon bb headt 

Unless he do submit hiniaelf to Rome* 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal* 

Faui. And hang a calf s-tkin on his recreant 
limbs. 

Ausi. Welly ruffian) I must podcet up these 
wrongs. 
Because — 

Faid. Your breeches best may carry tbem. 

JT, John. Philip, what say'st thou to the cardinal? 

Con. What should he say, but aa the cardinal i 

K. Phil. Good reverend father, make my person 
yours. 
And tell me how you would bestow yourself* 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit ; 
And shall these hands, so lately purged of bloodi 
Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regret? 
My reverend father, let it qot be so : 
Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order ; and then We shall be bless'd 
To do your pleasure, and contikiue friends. 

Pan. All form is formless, 'order orderless^ 
Save what is opposite to England's love* 
Tl^erefore, to arms ! be champion of our churdi| 
Or l^t the church, our mother, bi'eaihe her curse, 
A mother's curse, on her revolting son. 
France, thou may'st hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A fasting tyger safer by the tooth. 
Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hold* 

K. PhiL I may disjoin my hand, but pot my faith* 

Pan, So mak'st thou foitn an enemy to faith ; 
O, let thy vow 

First made to Heaven, first be to Heaven perfibrm'd; 
That is, to be the champion of our church i 
If not, then know, ' 
The pjeril of our curses light on thee^ 
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. So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off, 
But» in despair, die under their black weight. 

Just. Rebellion, fiat rebellion ! 

Faul. Wiirt not be ? 
Will not a calfs-skin stop that mouth of thine? 

Lew. Father, to arois ! 

Blan, Upon mv wedding-day i 
Against the blood that thou hast married ? 
\^ hat ! shall our feast be kept with slaughtered men? 
O husband, hear me ;— even for that naime. 
Which till thi> time my tongue did ne'er pronounce^ 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Con. O, upon my knee. 
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 
Thou virtuous dauphin« alter not the doom 
Forethought by Heaven. 

Blan* Now shall 1 see thy love : What motive may 
Be stronger with thee than the name or wife ? 

Can, Tliat which upholdeth him, thai thee up* 
holds. 
His honour : O, thine honour, Lewia» thine hononrt 

Lew. i muse your majesty doth seem so cold. 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 

Pan. I will denounce a curse upon his head* 

K. PhO. Thou Shalt not need :— England, I'll fidl 
from thee. 

Coit. O fair return of banish'd migesty I 

K. John. France, thou shall rue this homr within 
this hour. 
Cousin, go draw your puissance together.-— 

[RxU Faulpombridojb. 
France, I^am bumM up with iu^aniiiig wratl^; 
A rage, whose heat hath this condition. 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and dearest -valued blood of France* 

K. Phil. Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K* John. No more than he that threats. — To arms 
let's hie I \A Charge.— Extuia. 
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A Reld of Batik* 
Alarums^ 

I 

Snier Faulcokbridgb* 

J*a«7. NoW) by my life^ this day grows wottdtnnif 
hot ; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky, ^ 
And pours down mischief. {A Chatgt* 

MiOer Austria ; FAOLcoNBRiDois and Austria 
engage J Faulconbridgb drives Austria off* tie 
Stage ; and presenilis reenter* mth the Lion*s sim 
in his Hand* 

FauL Austria's head lie there^ 
While Philip breathes. [4 Charge. 

Enter King John, Arthur, English GEKTLRif en^ 

afid Hubert. 

jfiT. John. Hubert} keep this boy ; 

[Exeunt Hubert and Arthur. 
Philip^ make up ; 
My mother is assailed in our tent. 
And ta'en. I fear. 

Fatd. My lord, f rescued her ; 
Her highness is in safety, fear you not ; 
But on, my li^ge ; for very little pains 
Will bring this labour to. an happy end. 

[A Charge.'^Exeuntm 
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Another Part qf the Bdd. * 

A Retreat sounded* 

£ii/^ Kino John, Arthub, Elinor^ FAULOOMr* 
BRIDGE, Pembroke, Essxx, .Sai*isburt» Hu- 
bert, English GentIiEMbi^, English Herald^ 
OBiif Guards. 

K. John* So shall it be ; your grace shall staj be« 
hmd, [7b ElinoRc 

So strongly gaarded.— *>Coasio, look not sad : 

[To ARTHViU 

Thy grandam loves thee; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was* 

Arth. O, this will make my mother die with grieC^ 

K, John, Cousin, away for England ; haste be- 
fore : [ To FaulcoitbrIogb; 
And, ere our coming, see thou shake th6 bagii 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprison*d angels 
Set at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon i 
Use our commission in his utmost fbrc6« 

Foul BeD, book, and candle shiil ^ot dxn^JjM 
baeky 
When gold and silver becks me to cokne on. 
I leave your highness : — ^Grandam, I will pray^ 
If ever I remember to be hc^. 
For your faith safety; so I bss your hand* 

£U. Farewell, gentle cousin. 

K. Johfu Coz, ikreweH. 

£firft FAULGOlTBRrDOCt 
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Eli* Come hither^ little kinsman; bark, a word. 

f^Talcing Arthur oitfaSet 

K John. Come hither» Hubert.— O my geotle 
Hubert, 
We owe thee much ; within Ihis wall of flesh 
There is a soul counts ihee her creditor* 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand I had a thing to sayi*** 
But I will tit it with some better time. 
By Heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect 1 have of thee. 

Hub. [ am much bounden ta your majesty. 

K. John, Good friend, thou hast no cause to say 
so yet : 
But thou siialt have : and creep time ne'er so slow^ 
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say. — But let it go ; 
The sun is in the Heaven : and the proud day^ 
Attended with the ple<isures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too l\ill ^f gauds. 
To give me audience : — If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouthy 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of night ; 
If this same were a chup<5nyard where we standi 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 
Or ir that surly spirit. Melancholy, 
Had buked thy blood, and made it heavy, thick ; 
Which, else^ runs tickling up and down the veinsip 
Making that idiot. Laughter, keep men's eyes^ 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment^ 
A passion hatetul to my purposes ;— 
Or if that thou could'st see me without eyes^ 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Wittioui a tongue, using conceit alone, 
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words; 
Tlien^ m despite of brooded watchful day. 



«CBxiin.] iHKOjoH)r» ST 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughtt: 
But, ah ! I will not : Yet I love thee well ; 
And, by my troth, I think, thou ]ov*8t me wtil* 

Hub. So well, Uiat what you bid me underta 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act^ 
By Heaven Pd do't. 

K. John. Do not I know thou wouldst ?— 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : Fll tell thee what, my friend. 
Be 18 a very serpent in my way; 
And, wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread. 
He. lies before me. Dost thou understand ttit I 
Thou art his keeper. 

Huh. And PU keep him 80» 
Tkal'he shall not offend your majesty^ ^ 

jr. John* Death. 

Hub. My lord i 

K. John. A grate. 

HiAm He shall hot live. 

fC. John. EBOugbu*— 
I could be merry now. — Hubert, I love thee;-«« 
Well, PU iK)t say what I intend for thee.^— 
Bememberf-<«Madam, &re you wdU : 
I'll send those powVs o'er to your majesty* 

Eli* My blessing go with tnee ! 

[Hxeuni Elinor and English Gentlemin* 

£1 John. For England, cousin, go ; 
Hubert shaU be your man, attend on jrou 
WUk aU ti^e duty.— On> towards Calais, ho 1— . 
Hubert, remember. — 

IMourUh of Drums and Tnmpets.'^Bifeuni Kin« 

JOHK, HUBEBT, ArTHUB, the L0BDS| 

Gemtlxmen, Hsbald, and Guabbjv^ 
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France^ 
The French Court. 

Enter Lbwis, King Pailip, and Pandulph, 

K, PhU. So, by a roaring temjiest in the flood, 

A whole armado of convicted sail 

Is scattered, and disjoined from fellowship. 
Pan^ Courage aqd comfort 1 all shall yet go wdL 
K. Phil. What pap go well, when we have run si 
ill? 

Are we not beaten ? Is not Angien lost i 

Arthur ta'en prisoner? 

And bloody luigland into England gone, 

O'erbearing interruption ?-Pi.- 

Jjoaikf who comes here 1 a grave unto a soul ; 

Holding the eternal spirit against her will, 

Jn the vile prison of afflicted bredth : 

Enter Constance^ 

J pr'ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Con. Lo, noW| now see the issue of your peace! 

K. PhU. Patience, good lady ! Comfort, genth 
Constance ! 

Cofi. No, I defy all counsel, all redress, 
l^ut that which ends all counsel, true redress. 
Death, death : — O, amiable, lovely death : 
Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou smil'st. 
And buss thee as thy wife 1 Misery's love, 
0, come to me ! 

K. Phil, O fair affliction, peace. 

Con. No, nO| I will not, having breath to cry :«■ 
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O, that my tongae were in the thunder's moudii " 
Then with a pasdon would 1 shake the world ; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy. 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble Toice, 
Which scorns a modem mvocation. 

Pan. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow* 
Can, Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 
I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ; 
My name is Constance ; I was Geffirey's wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost ; 
I am not mad ;— I would to Heaven I were ! 
for then, 'tis like, I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget !— 
K. Phil. Bind up those tresses* 
Con* To England, if you will. 
jr. PAt/« Bind up your hairs. 
Con* O, father cardinal, 1 have heard you 8ay» 
That we shall see and know our friends in heavens 
If that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 
For since the birth of Cain, the first male child^ 
To him that did but yesterday suspire, *^ 

There was not such a gracious creature bonu 
But now will canker sorrow eat his bud. 
And chase the natiye beauty from his cheeky 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost; 
As dim and meagre^ an ague's fit : 
And so he'll die; and, rising. so again, 
When 1 shall meet him in the court of heaven, 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must 1 behold my prettj^ Arthur more. 

Pan. You hold too heinous a respect of grief* 
Con. He talks to me, that never had a son. 
K>PhiL You are as fondof grief as of your child* 
Con. Grief fills the room up of my absent child, 
Liies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of ail his gracious parts. 
Stu£ out his vacant aannents with his form ; 
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Then, haTe I reason to be fimd of gikC 
Fare tou well i had you such a lo» as^ 
I could give better comfort than yon do.^^ 
I will not keep this form upon nay head. 
When there is such disorder in my #it. 
Q lord ! my boy, my Arthur^ my fair sett ! 
My llfey my joy, my food* my all tha world I 
My widow-com&rti and my sorrow's cure ! 

[Exit CoirsTAircib 

k. Phil I fear some outrage^ and I'll follow her. 

[Eani Kino I^lif. 

Levo. There's nothing in tliis world can- make ma 
joy: 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale. 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man ; 
And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet worlds taste^ 
l*hat it yields naught, but shame and bittemeaa. 

Fan. Before the curing of a strengvdisees^ 
Even in the instant of repair and healthi 
The fit is strongest | evils that take leave, 
^n their departure, most of all show evil : 
What have you lost by losing of this day^ ? 

Lew. All days of glory, joy, and happiness* 

Pan. If you had won it, certainly yoii had. 
John hath seized Arthur; and it cannot be. 
That, whiles warm life plays in that input's veins^ 
The misplaced John should entertain an hour. 
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest : 
That John may stand, then Arthur needs must falL 

Lexv. But what shall I gain by young Arthur's fall-? 

Pan. You, in the right of Lady Bkuich your wife. 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew. May be, he will not touch young Arthur^s 
life. 
But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Pan. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already. 
Even at that news he dies s and then the hearts 
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Of all his people shall rerolt from hrm. 
Go with me to the King : *Tia wonderful^ 
What may be wrought out of their disconteiil* 
Lew. StroDg reasons make strong actions : Let ua 
go; * 

If you say. Ay, the King will not say, No. 

{^Exeunt the Cardinal and Lswis* 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE r. 



England^ 



A Room in a CasUe^ 
Enier HubuTi wUh Irons in his Hand, and Two 

EXBCUTIONBRS. 

Hah. Heat me these irons hot; and look tboa 
stand 
Within the arras : when I strike my fool 
Upon the bosom of the ground* rush fortl|# 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me^-^ 
Be heedful : — ^hence, and watch. 
^ Exec. I hope, your warrant will bear out the deed. 
Hub* Uncleanly scruples! Fear not you: — look 
to't. — [£areti^^ ExECUTtoNERs, 

Young lad| come forth ; I have, td say with you* 

d2 
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Enter Arth0B« 

^rth. Good morrow* Hubart. 

Hub. Good.morrowy little Prince. 

Arth. As little prince (having so great a title 
To be more prince,) as may be^— Yoiiare aad. 

Hub. Indeed, I bAvebeen merrier. 

Arth. Mercy on me ! 
Meihinks, nol>ody should be sad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France^ 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night* 
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom^ 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
I should be as merry as the day is long : 
And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practbes more harm to me : 
He is afraid of me» and I of him : 
Is it my fault, that I was Geffrey's son ? 
No, indeed, is't not : And I would to Heaven, 
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub' If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead: 
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to>day t 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick s 
That I might sit all nighti and watch with you : 
I warrant, I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take possession of my bosom.— 
Bead here, young Arthur.— [Gives him a fVarranU 
How now, foolish rheum ! — 
I must be brief, lest resolution' drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.— 
Can you not read it ? is it not &ir writ i 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect : 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes S 

4Iub. Young boy, I must. 

Arth* And will you i ^ 

Hub. And I will. 
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Arth. Have you the heart i -When your bead 
but ache» 

I knit my handkerchief about your browiy 
( The best I had, a princess wrought it me,) 
And 1 did never ask it you again : 
And with iny hand at midnight held your head ; 
And| like the watchful minutes to the hour^ 
Still and anon oheerM up the heavy time, 
Saying, What lack you i and. Where lies your grief f 
Or» What good love may* I perform for you ? 
Many a poor man's son would have lain stilly 
And ne'er have spoke a loving word^ to you ; 
But you at your sick service had a prince, 
^ay, you may thmk aay love was crafty love^ 
And call it ouanhig: 60,- and if ycfu wHl : 
If Heaven be pleased that you must use me ill. 
Why then you must—- Will you patent mine eyesf 
These eyes, that never did,' nor never shaU, 
So much as frown on you i 

Hub. I have sworn to do it ; 
And with hot irons must I burn diem out. 

Arth. And if an angel should have oometome9 
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believed him : no tongue, but Hu- 
bert's. 

Hub. Qome forth.— 

IHuBSAT stamps, and the ExBcnTlOMBftf 
enter mth the Irons end Cords* 
Do as I bid you. 

Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are 
out. 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Uub^ Give me the iron, 1 say, and bind him here. 
' Arth. Alas, what need you be so boist'rous rough? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-stilL 
Por Heaven's 8ake> Hubert, let me not be bound I 
Nay, hear me, Hubert drive these men awayi 
And I wiil sit as quiet as a iamb: 
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S mil not stir, nor wincei nor speak a word. 
Nor look upon the iron angerly : 
Thrust but these men away» and 111 forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hvb. Goy stand within ; let me alone with, him* 

^cec. 1 am best pleased to be from such a deed. 

[Exeunt Exscutionbbi, 

Arih. Alas ! I then have chid away my fnend 1 
)Ie hath a stem look, but a gentle heart :— > 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub. Come, boy» prepare yourself! 

Arih. Is there no remedy ? * 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes. 

AfiL O Heaven !-«that there were but a mote if 
yours, 
;A. grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand'rii^ hair. 
Any annojrance in that precious sense ! 
Then, feeling what small things are boisterous ther^ 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promise? Go to, hold your 
tongue. 

Arth. Let me not hold my tongue : let me not, 
Hubert 1 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 
So I may keep mine eyes ; O spare mine eyes; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you !— 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold. 
And would not h^rm me. 

Hub. I can b^t it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead with 
grief; 
The breath of Heaven hath blown his spirit out. 
And strewed repentant ashes on his head. 

Hub. But with my breath 1 can revive It, boy. 

Arth, And if you do, you will buVmsike it blush, 
And ^ow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert^ 

Hub'. I will not touch thine eyes, 



For all the treasure that thine unde 

Arth. Of now you look like Hubert ! all thb whibi 
You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace ; no more ; 
Your uncle roust not know but you are deed.*— 
I'll fill these dogged spies with false reports: 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure 
Hiat Hubert, for the wealth of all the worlds 
HVili not offend thee. 

Arth. O Heaf«n 1— I thank yoe^ Hubert. 

Hub. Silenee : no more. Go closely in with mas 
Much danger do I undergo for tfaee. lE xeun U 
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England. 

The Palace. 
Flourish ofDnwu and TrumpeU^ 

iiivo John upon his Throne^ Essex, Pxicbkoki^ 
Salisbury, and English Gbntlxmxn, discor 
vered. 

K. John. Here once agam we sit, once agam 
crown'd, 
An(> looked upon, I hope, with cheerftd eyes. 

Pon. This once again, but that your highnesi 
pleased. 
Was once superfluous : you were crown'd beforei 
And tliat high royalty was ne'er pluckM off; 
The faiths of men ne'er Stained with revolt; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With any longM^for change, or better state. 

SiaU Therefore* to be possessed with double pomp» 
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To guard a title that was ridi before^ 
To gild refilled gold, to paint the lil/y 
To Uirow a permme on the violet. 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

K* John. Some reasons of this doable ooronatioii 
I have possessed you with, and think them strong ;-« 
Meantime, but ask 

What you would have reformM, that is not well; 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear, and grant you, your requests. 
.. Sal. Then I, as one that am the tongue of these. 
Bequest 

The enfranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent, j 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit, 
That you have bid us ask his liberty. 

K. John. Let it be so ; I do commit his youth 
To your direction.— 

Enter Hubert. 

Hubert, what news with you i 

Pern. This is the man should do the bloody deed* 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his 
Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast. 

SaL The colour of the king doth come and gg. 
Between his purpose and his conscience, 

K* John. We caanot hold mortality's strong hand. 

[Exit Hu^B&T. 
Good lords, although my will to give is living. 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead: 
He tells us Arthur is deceased to-night. 

Mss* Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure. 

Pern, Indeed, we heard how near his death he was, 
Before the child himself felt he was sick : 
This must be answered, either here, or hence. ^ 

K, John. Why do you bend such solemn brows on 
me? 
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Think you, I bear the shears of destiny ? 
Have I comniandment on the pulse of life ! 

SaL It is apparent foul play; and 'tis shame^ 
That greatness should so grossly offisr it : 
, So thrive it in your game 1 and so, &rewell. 

[Exeunt Essex, Pembroks> and Salisburt, 

JL Jihn. They bum in indignation :— 1 repents 
There is no sure foundation set on blood, 
^o certain life achieved by others' death.«- 

\Eseu:ni Kino John and English Gxntlxmxn* 
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A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King John, meeting the English Hbrald. 

K. John. A fearful eye thou hast ! Where is that 
blood. 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ?•— 
How goes all in France ? 
E. Her. From France to England*— >Never audi S 
power, 
For any foreign preparation. 
Was levied in the body of a land 1 
The copy of your speed is leam'd by them. 
For, when you should be told they do prepare, 
The tidings come, that they are all arrivecL 

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been 
drunk? 
Where hath it slept i Where is my mother's carOi 
That such an army coukl be drawn in FrancOi 
4Dd she not hear of it? * 

£. Her. My liegCi her ear ^ < 
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Is stepp'd with dust; the first of April, died 
Your noble mother; And, as I hear, my lord. 
The lady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three (lays before* 

K. Johfu What, mother! dead? 
How wildly then walks my estate in Fraficel 
Upder whose conduct came those powers of France^ 
That thou for truth giv'st out are landed ber^} 
£. Her^ Under the dauphin* 
K. John. Thou hast made me giddy . 
With these m-tidiDgs.— 

Enter FAyLCOKBKiDGX. 

Now, what says the world 

To your proceedings ? Do not seek to stuff 

My head with more ill news : for it is full. 

Faid. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst. 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on yoiir head. 

K. John* Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amazed 
Under the tide; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Fam, How 1 have sped among the clergymen. 
The sums I have collected shall express* 
But, as I traveled hither through the land, 
I find the people strangely fantasied. 
Possessed with rumours, full of idle. dreams. 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear*. 

K. John. O, my gentle cousin, 
Hear'&t thou the news abroad, who are i|rrived ? 

Fatd. The French,, piy lord ; men's moutlis art 
full of U; 
Besides, I met Lord Essex and Lord Salisbury, 
With eyes as red as newienkindled fire, 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill'd to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K* John. Gentle kinsmap, go, 



And thnitt thyself into Atir compttiiisti 
I have 1^ wajr to win their loves again* 
9King •them before me. 

Fatd, I will seek them out. 

K. Johu Nay, but make faMe; the better fi>ot be» 
/ foreT*- 

0> tetO^ have no subjects enemiet» 
When adverse foreigners afinp^ht my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion I 
B0 Mercuryy set feathem.to thy heels. 
And flyi. like thought, from them^o me again* 

FavL The spirit of the time shall teach me speed 

\Bafit .FAULOONBauDoib 

K. Joktu Go after him ;. foe he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers ; 
ibid be thon he. [Exit the £if gush JEixRAU>* 

J& John, My mother dead 1-^^ 

' Enier Hubert. 

Hui. My lord, they say, five moons were seen to* 
night; 
Four fix'd; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous motion. 

K, John. Five moons ? 

Hub. Old men, and beldams, in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously ; 
Young Arthur'tS death is common, in thei;: mouths s 
And when they talk of him, they, shake theif heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear; 
And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer's wrist | 
Whilst he that hears makes fearful action. 
With ^Aikled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes* 
) 'saiNf jRmith stand with his bammer# thus, 
The whilst bis iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand. 
Told of a many thousand warlike French, 
^b^t were embattled »nd rauk'd in Keni; 

2 
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Another lean nnwash'd ardfiicer 

Cuts off his tale, and talkg of Arthur's deadu 

K. John. Why seek'st thou to possess me with 
these fears ? 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death? •' 
Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had a migh^ causa 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kdl him. 

Hub. Had none, my lord>! why, did you not pro- 
voke me i 

K. John. It is the curse of kings^ to be attended 
By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life ; 
And, on ihe winking orauthority. 
To understand a law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frbwna 
More upon humour, than advised reniect. 

Hub. Here is your hand and seal for what X did. 

K. John. O, when the last account 'twixt Heaven 
and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal • 
Witness against us to damnation !— - 
How oft the sight of means to do iil deeds 
Makes deeds ill done ! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature markM, 
Quoted, and sign'd, to do a deed of shame. 
This murder had not come into my mind: 
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect 
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Mad'st it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub. My lord, — A 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head^ or made 
a pause. 
When 1 spake darkly what I purposed; 
Or tum'd an eye of doubt upon my face. 
And bid me tell my tale in express words ; 
Deep shame had struck me dumb^ made me break ofl^ 
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And those thy fears might hare wrought fears in me 

But thou didst understand me by my signs^ 

And didst in signs agun parley with sin ; 

Yea, without stop, didst lei thy heart eonsent. 

And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 

The deed, whichboth our tongues held vile to name-— 

Out of my sights and never see me more! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is braved, 

Even.at my gates, with ranks of foreign poweis ; 

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land, 

Xhis kingdom, thi» conft^e of blood and breath. 

Hostility and ctvil tumult reign 

Between my conscience and my cousin^s death* 

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies, 
¥11 make a peace between youv soul and you* . 
This hand of mine 

Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 
Kot painted with the crimson spots of bloods 
M^ithin this bosom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murd'rous thought. 
And you have slandered nature in my form ; 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
7han to be butcher of an innocent child- 
Young Arthur is alive. 

K. John. Doth Arthur live ? O, haste thee' to the 
peers, 
Throw this report on their incensed rage. 
And make them tame to their obedience 1 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my race was blind, 
And ^U imaginary eyes of blood 
Presrated thee more hideous than thou art— 
jD, answer not^ but to my closet bring 
The angry lords with all expedient haste. 

[Exeuni'KiVQ Jobs and UvmmX: 
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England* 
TheGaUirfaCastU* 

Enter Arthur on the Walk of the Casth» 

Arth. The wall is high : and 3ret will I leap dowai 
Good ground, be pitiful^ and hurt me not; 
I am afraid ; and yet PJl venture it. 
If I get down, andf do not break my limbf^ 
I'll nnd a thousand shifu to get away : 
As good to die> and go, as die, and stay. 

[Leaps daiunL 
O me ! my uncle's spirit is in these stones :— 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones ! 

[Diissr 

Enter Salisbury, with Letters, Prmbrokb, and 

£SS£X« 

SaL Lords, I will meet him at St Edmund's Bury; 
It }s our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Fern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal I 

SaL Count Chatillon, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose private with me, of the dauphin's love. 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Ess. To-morrow morning let us meet hmi Uieik 

Enter Faulconbridgs. V 

FauL Once more to<day well met, distempered 
lords! 
The king by me requests your presence straight. 

SaL The king hath dispossessed himself of us; 
We'll not attend the foot. 
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That leaves the print of blood- where'er it walks : 
Hetum, and peil him so ; we know, the worst. 

Fatd. Whatever you think, good words, Ithinkf 
were best. 

Ess, Our griefs> and not our manners, reason now* 

PauL But there is little reason in your grief; 
Therefore, 'twere reason you had manners now* 

Penu Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 

Foul, 'Tis true ; to iiurt his master, no man else* 
'■ Sid. Thtt is the prison : — ^What is he lies here i 

[Sseing Arthur. 
. Pern. O death, made {froud with pure and princely 

beauty! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 
• &/• Murder, as hating what himself hath done* 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 

Ess. Or, when he doom'd this beauty to a grave* 
. Found it, too precious-princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think youi Have you be- 
held. 
Or have you read or heard,*— or could you think,— 
Dr do you almost think, aldiough you see^ 
That you do see i — ^This is the bloodiest shame* 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-eyed wrath, or staring rage* 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 
. 'Paul. It is a damned and a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand, 
If that it be the work of any hand. 

SaL If that it be the work of any hand ?— 
We ^td a kind of light, what would ensue: 
It isve shameful work of Hubert's hand ; 
The practice, and the purpose, of the kiDg:«« 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life. 
And breathing to this breathless exceUence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow. 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 

£2 
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Never to be infected inth delight. 
Nor conversant with ease and idlenesip 
Till I have set a glory to thii head, 
By giving it the worship of revenue. 
Pern. Oar souIb reUgiousiy con&n thy words. 

Enler Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with baste in seeking ^u i 
Arthur doth live ; the king hatli sent for you* 

Sal. AvauBt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal Must I rob the law ? [Draw* ttU Swordm 

FauL Your sword is bright, sir ; put it up again. 

SaL Not till I sheathe it in a murderefr^i akm* 

^Hub. [Draws.] Stand back. Lord Salisbury, stand 
back, I say; 
By Heaven, I think my sword as sharp as yours s 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself 
Nor tempt the danger of my true oefence ; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Sal. Out, dunghill ! dar'st thou brave a nobleman ? 

Hub* Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

SaL Thou art4i murderer. 

Hub. Do not prove me so; 
Yet I am none :—> Whose tongue soe'er speaks falser 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Pern. Cut him to pieces. 

[P£MBROKK and Essex dravh 

Paul. Keep the peace, I say. 

SaL Stand by ; .or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 

Paul. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury:— » 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword bctime ; 
Or Vli so maul you and your toasting iron' 
That you shall think the devil k come isom hc]l. • 
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Sal. What wilt thou d^, renowned Riuledtibridgef 
Second a villainy and a murderer? 

Hub, Lord Salisbary, I am none. 

Sa!. Who kili'd thi» prince ? 

HtA. *Tis not an hour dnee I left him well t 
I honour'd him, I loved him, and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life -s loss. 

Sal. Trust not those cunnhig wittem dfhis eyes^ 
For villainy is not Without ench rheum. 
Away, with mei all you whose souls abhor 
The uncleanly savburs of a slaughter-house; 
For I am 'ttifled with 'thic^ smell of sin. 

^Etit Salisbvrt. 

Ess. Away, .toward Bury, to the DiEkuphin ther^ ! - 

Pefttm There, tell the king, he may ei^ouffe-us out* 

[Exit rzUBROKK. 

Paul. Here's a good world ! — Knew you of this 

fair work? -> - 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death^ 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me^ sir : 
Upon my soul« — 

Paul. If thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel act, do but despair. 
And, if thou want'st a. cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on : or, would'st thou drown 

thyself. 
Put but a little water in a spoon. 
And it shall be as all the oceauy 
Enough to stifle such a vDlain up.-^ ;; 

1 do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought, 
Bi» guilty of the 6realir>g that sweet breath, 
^Vhich was emboundcd in this beauteous clay. 
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Let ten want (mhi8 enough to torture me!-— ' 
I left him well. 

FauL Goy bear him in thine arms—. 
I am amazed, methinks ; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this woil^L-^-^ 
Now powers from home, and discontents at home* 
Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits^ 
As doth a raven on a sick«faUen beasts 
The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempest. — Bear away that childf 
And follow me with speed ; 111 to the king : 
A thousand businesses are brief in hand. 
And Heaven itself doth frowm upon Uie land. 

\Exeunt Faulconbridgb and HvberTi bearing 
Arthur in his arms* 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

' SCENE I. 

England, 
The Palace. 

r 

Flourish of. Drums and Trumpets, 

, King John, Pandulph, his Attendants, Eng- 
lish Gentlemen, and Herald, discovered. 

K. John, Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The circle of my glory. 
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Pan. Take again, IGives King John the CrowUf 
From this m^ mnA, as holding of the popei 
Tour sorereign greatness and authority. 

K. John, Kow keep your hdy word ; go meet th# 
Frenc3i; 
And from hislioGniess use all your power 
To stop their marches. 

Pan. It wfur my breath that blew this teaopest up^ 
Upon your stubborn ntaffe of the pope ; 
But since you are at clsnue conrertite. 
My tongue diall' huw a^n this stortn of war^ 
And make fiiir weather m your blustering land. 

[Exii PandulfHi fvith his Attxmdaktk 

Enter Faulconbridob. 
FauL All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds 

OUty 

But Dover Castle : London hath received, 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
*1 o offer service to your enemy ; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of youf doubtful friends. 

K. John. Would not my lords return to me again^ 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

FauL Thej found &m dead^ and cast into th^ 
streets, 
An empty casket, where the jewel of life 
By some damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

K' John. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Faid, So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew* 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad i 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought i 
Let not the world s^e fear, and sad distrust^ 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
Threaten the threat'ner, and out-face the brow 
Of bragging horror : so shall infisrior eyes, r 



Is fteppM mth dust; the first of April, died 
Your noble mother; And, as I hear, my lord^ 
The Jady Constance in a frenzy died 
Three days before* 

£. Jontu What, mother! dead? 
How wildly then walks my estate in Fraiicel 
Upder whose conduct came those powers of ipranoe^ 
That thou for truth giv'st out are landed b^vp J) ■ 

£. Her^ Under the dauphin* 

Kp John* Thou hast made me giddy 
With these iU-tidings.-. 

Erder Faplconbkiogx. 

Now, what says the world 

To your proceedings ? Do not seek to stuff 

My head with more ill news : for it is full. 

Foul. But, if you be afeard to hear Uie worst. 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on yoiir head. 

K» John. Bear with me, cousin f for I was amazed 
Utider the tide; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Faw, How I have sped among the clergymen. 
The sums I have collected shall express. 
But, as I travell'd hither tlirough the land, 
I find the people strangely fantasied, 
FossessM with rumours, full of idle dreams. 
Not knowing what they fear, but full qf fear*. 

K* John* O, my gentle cousin, 
Hear'st thou the news abroad, who are i|rrived ? 

Paul, The French,j my lord ; men's moutiis art 
full of it; 
Besides, I met Lord Essex and Lord Salisbury, 
With eyes as red as new •enkindled ftre, 
And others more, going to seek the graye 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill'd to-night 
On your suggestion. ^ 

X. John. Gentle kinsmai^, go^ 



tCUfI IL] KING JOB^ £9 

4 

SCINIII* 

The Daufhi»*s Camp at Si EdmusuPi Bury. 
'Enter Lb wis, Ch atilloh^ a PaitJmeni in his HaHd^ 

PElfBROKB, SaXISBUBTi EsSXZ, FbBMCH Hb» 
SALDi (md GuABDfi. 

Lem, -Let thh be copied xmt, ChatOlon* 
And keep it safe for our remembrance : 
Retmn tke precedent to tbese lords again; 
That, baving our fair order written down. 
Both they, and we, perusing o*er these notes^ 
May know wherefore we took the sacrament^ 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal. Imon our sides it never shall be broken. 

Lew. Look, where the holy legate comes apacei 
To give us warrant from the hand of Heaven ; 
And on our actions set the name of rights 
IT^ith holy breath. 

Enter Cabdinal PawdulpHi attemktL 

Pan. Hail, noble Prince of France ! 
The next is this, — King John hath reconciled 
Himself to Rome $ his spirit is come in, 
That so stood out against the holy church. 
The great metropolis and see of Kome ; 
Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up^ 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war; 
That, like a lion fostered up at hand. 
It may lie gently at the foot 6f peace. 
And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew. Yeur grace shall pardon me, I will not back^ 
I am too high-bom to be proper^d: 
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Your bretth first kindled the dead coal of warf. 
And brought in matter that should feed this fire; 
And now 'tis far too bu^ to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know (he face of rights 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 
Yea, thrust. this enterprise into, my heart i . . 
And come yirn now to tell me, John hath naadflT 
His peace with Rpmq f What is ibat peac^ to me E 
I, bj the honour of my marriage-bed. 
After young Arthw, claim this land fbr nune ; 
And, now it is half-conquer'd^ must 1 back, 
Because th$tt John bath made his peace witji Rome t 
Am I Rome'f slave ? 
No, on my sOuI, it never shall be sauL 

What lusty trumpet thus doth sunmgum us} 

RUer Faulconbridgi atid English Gsntlucbn; 

Paul. According to the jair-play of the wprld» . 
LQt me. have audience : I am sept to speak :-7» 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learn how vbu have dealt for himf 
And, as you answer, 1 do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pan» Tbe Dauphio is too wilfiil-opposite. 
And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 
He flaUy says, he^U not lay down his arms. 

Faul. By all the blood tnat ever fury breathed. 
The youth says well: — Now hearbur Englibh klng:-« 
For thus his royalty doth speak in mc ;— <- 
He is prepar^di and reason too he should. 
To v^hip this dwarfish war, tbese pigmy arms. 
From out th6 circle of his territories. 
Shall that victorious hand be fecbled here. 
That in your chambers gave you chastisement ? 
No : know, the gallant monarch is in arms ;^ 
And, like an eagle o'er lus aieiy lowers, 
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To souse annojrance that comes near his nest—* 




iDglandy blush for shame ! 

Lew. We ffrant, thba caiist out-scold us ; fiure thee 
weU; . 
We hold our time.too .precious tp be spent 
With such a brabWer. • 

Ptfff. Give me leave to spejdk* 

Paul. »H I #ai spliikfc ^ —-' 

Lew. We will attend to neither : 
Strike jlp the dnsate ; and let tfaeiQiq(ae<if war -V 
Plead for our intai»s^ atid our^besng here. 

FauL Indeed, your drumS) being beaten| will cry 

^ . : ^. - Oai \. .1 t . :i .,...> '.J i " • • * ■ • ^ 

And so shall you, being beaten : Do bat start 
An:e!cfaoi with)tiie ciaimMir'^f tlv^^Aim^ 
^od. even, at iia&d a dnan is re wf bffiioed^ 
Hiat shall revcrbeEate as jDud-asthfuee' . 
Sound but another, and anotheic-sh^I^- 
As loud as tfanhs/ nitle^e WMiii^ ear. 

Not trusting to this halting Legate here^-;. : 
Whom he hatt^iuae^tvat^l&r spo^ldm JSiefdii . "\ 
Is warlil^^c^ f)a^d A/his 

To feast upon whole thousands of the Fjreodb. 
Z^ jW^e ap ipiip dr»n% to &id^is dangdr die. 
twL Andtliou fbakfiqd it, Da^p]t]|b^dofiot double 
\FUu;tiJk^J>r^vl»wfdTfW0|^&JmmB 
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sdKxim 
EagtamL 

A Field qfBaitk. 
Drums and Drumpeiif ShuiSf i^ 

Snier Hubbbt» Kxkg Johv, Evglibb Gbiiti.b* 

ifBV, iind Guards. 

£• John. How goes the day with us I O tell me^ 

Hubert. 
Hub* Badlvi I fiear : How fives yournutjesfy ? . 
K. John. Iliisfeyery that hath troubled me so loBgt 
Lies heavy on IDe^— O, my heart is sickly 

Enter Emolish Hjebbai:.]>. 

JB. ^r. My lord) your valiant kinsmaUi Faulcon- 
bridge, 
Desires your majestjr to leave the field. 
And send him word by me which way you 00. 

K. John. Tellhim toward Swinstead, to ^ abbey 
there. 

JS. Her. Be of good comfi>rt : fi>r the great su^y* 
That was expected by the Dauphin here. 
Are wreck'd three nights a^o on Goodwin sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now i 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

[Exit English Hbralb.' 

K.John. Ahmel this tyrant fisver bums me up» 
And will not let me welcome this good news«— 
Set on toward Swinstead : to my litter straif^t; 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am fiunt. 
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acm IT. 

ne French Camp. 

Aharttmss 

Salisbury, Pembboks, and Esisx. 

Ess. I did not think the king 80 stored with friendi^ 

Pern. Up once again ; put spirit in the Fren(;h; 
If thcnr miscany, we miscarry too. 

So/. That misb^otten deiil, Faulconbridge, 
In roite of spite, uone iwholds the day. 

Pirn. They say, King John, sore sicki hath left the 
field. 

• • 

Enier Chatillok ^aaounded, andledtsf 7\xm) Fabmch 

Gentlemen. 

Cha. Lead me to the revolts of England here* 

Sal. When we were happy, we had other namei» 

Fern. It b ChatiHon. 
• SaL Wounded to death. 

<%a. Fly, noble English ! "you are bought and 
sold; 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
Seek out King John, and fall before his feet ; 
For, if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompense the pains you take. 
By cutting off your heads. 

Sal. May thu be possible i may this be true ? 

Cha. Have I not hideous death within my view i 
What in the worldBhould-make me now deceive 
Since I must lose the use of fdl deceit } 



I sajr again, if Lewis do win the day^ 
He 18 forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break' in me east; 
But even this night. 

Even this ill night, yoiSn* brtavthing shall expire.-^ 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king : 
The love of him,— >and.this reipectbesidest 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman,— 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumour of the field# 
Where I may think theVemnant of my thoughts 
In peace* and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout denres. 

Sal. We do believe ttee,— And beAvew my MMi( 
But Ido'lovie the fiivour and die form 
Of this most fair occasion, fay the whidi 
We #iil untiread the steps of damnedflight; 
Andy like a bated and retired flood. 
Stoop low within those, bounds we have o'erIook*d|» . 
And Cidlniy run on in obedience. 
Even to our ocean, lo our great King John.— « 
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence i* 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right in thine eye.-— Away, my friends ! 

[Drums and Trumpets, Sf§. — Exeunt leading Ojf 
Chatillon. 

SCENE v» 

England. 

A different Part of the French Camp. 

A Retreat sounded. 
Xttter Lewis, Faench Gentlemen, and Guards* 
Lew. The sun of Heayen^ methought, was loth to 

0V t , 
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Bat staj'dy and made die western welkin blush^ 
'When the English measured backward their own 

ground) 
In faint retire ; 0» bravely came we o^ 
When wiA a volley of our needless shot. 
After such bloody toil» we bade good night; 
And wound our tatter*d colours de^j^ly tqr^ 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it !— 

Enier Fbxnch Herald. 

P. Her. Where is my prince the Dauphin? 

JLem. ^(^ :— What news i 
^ ^'^^^fibatOUm is shun ; the English lords» 
Byjaimiistiiniiion, are again fallen off; 
And yoor supply, which you have wish'd so long. 
Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands. 

Lew. Ah, foul, shrewd news 1— Beshrew thy veiy 
heart! 
I did not think to be so sad to-night 
As this hath made me—- Who was he, that said. 
King John did fly* an hour or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weaiy powers? 

F* iier. Whoever spoke it, it is true* my lord. 

Lew. Well ; keep good quarter, and good care to> 
night : 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. 
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8CEN1 yi» 

England. 
Tkt Eniranee to SodnOead AUey. 

Enter Faulconbridgx, meeAtiff Hubert* 

Huh' Who's there? speak^ho! speak quicklj. 

Fatd, A fri^d t-^Wbat art thou I ' 

Hub. Of the part of EngYana. 

Faul Hilbievt, I thihk^What newii abroad i 

Huh. O, my «ireet tfr, hcnib fltting to thel^^t« 
BlaciE^ fearfUly tiomfbrtleM, aiid horrwte. 

Faul. Sho# me'the verjr wound ofthis ill ne#a ; 
I am-'rtd wbnriiny PHiidt s#o6n at it* 

Hfii* The kiog, I fear, is poison'd by k indnk: 
I left him almost speechless, and broke tmt 
To acatiaint j^ou iinth this'evil. 

Faul Ho^ did-hetkke it ? wh6 did taste to him ? 

Huh» A monk, I t^ll you; a resolved TiHain^ 
Whose bowels "^deiily burst out : the fCinj^ 
Yet dpeakis, and» i>crBdventure, may redovei . 

Faul, Whom didst thou leave to tend his majesty? 

Huh. Why, know you fiot l The lords are tS\ come 
back. 
And brought Prince Henry in their conmany ; 
At whose request the King hath pardonM them. 
And they are all about his majesty* 

Faul, Withhold thine indignation>mighty Heaven^ 
And tenipt us not to bear above our power !— 
I'll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this nighty 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide. 
These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 
Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped.«i« 
Away, before ! conduct me to the King; 
I doubt he will be dead, or e'er I come* 
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7!i^ Orchard qfSwirisiead Ahbeif. 

'Enter English GuiBOS, vnth Torches^ PfiiKCX . 

Henry, and Essbx. 

P. Hen. It 18 too late ; the life of all his blood ' 
Is toachM corruptibly ; and bis pure brain 
Doth, by the idle comments that il makes^ 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Salisbury and English QentLbmbm, toith a 

Couch. 

Sal His highness Vet doth speak : and holds bc« 
lief. 
That, being brought into the open air^ 
It would aSay the burning- quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him* 

P. Hen. Doth he still rage? 

SaL He is more patient 
Than when you left him; even now he sung. 

Enter Kino John, attended fy Pbmbroks and - 
English Gbntlembn. 

K, John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow* 
room; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors.— 
There is so hot a. summer in my bosom. 
That all m^ bowels crumble up to dust : 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire 
Do I shrndc up. 

P^ Hem How fiures your majesty i 
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' K.Jahn. Foison'di-^fkre;— dead, forsook, cast 
off: 
And Hone of you will bid the winter come. 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom's rhrerir take their course 
Through my bum'd bosom; nor entreat the north 
To m&e hjs Ueak winds kiss my parched lips. 
And comfort me with cold. 

P. Hen. Oy that there were some virtue in my teass^ 
That might relieve you ! ' 

K, Jem. The salt in them is hot— 
Within me' is a hell ; and there the poison. 
Is as a fiend, confined to tjrrannize 
On unreprievable condenmed blood. 

Enter Faulcovbridgs and Hubert. 

' Faut. O, I am s^lded with my violent motion^ 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 
/ K* John, O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye : 
The tackle of qoy heaart is crackM and burn'd ; 
And all the sh^ouds,^ wherewith my life should aail^ 
Are turned to one Uiread, one little hair : 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by. 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou seest is but a clod. 
And module ofxonfounded royalty* 

FauL The Dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, Heaven he knows, how we shall answer him: 
For, in a night, the best part of my power. 
As I upon advantage did remove. 
Were m the washes, all unwarily. 
Devoured by .the unexpected flood. 

[The KiJUG dies. 

Pern. You breathe these dead news in as dead an 
ear.-7 
My liege ! my lord ! — But now a king, — ^now thus ! 

Fatd, Art thou gone so? I do but stay behind, 
To do the office for thee of revenge, 
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And then my soul shall wait on thee to heayen. 
As it on earth hath been diy senrant still. 

Ess* At Worcester must his body be interr'd; 
For so he willM it. 

JFW. Thither shall it then. 
And happily may you» sweet princei put on 
The lineal state and gloi^ of the lana ! 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee^ 
I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection CYerlastingly. 

SaL And the like tender of our love we make. 
To rest without a spot for evermore. [AO kneel. 

P. Hen. I have a kind soul| that would give you 
thanks. 
And knows not how to do it but with tears. 

FauL O, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.— 
This England never did, nor never shall. 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again. 
Come the three comers of the world in arms. 
And we shall shock them : Nought shall make us rue^' 
If England to itself do rest but true. 

[Exeunt cmna. 
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EEMARKS. 



Tins is a play which all men admire, and which 
most women dislike. Many revolting expressions in 
the comic parts, much boisterous courage in some of 
the graver scenes, together with Falstafif's unwieldy 
person^ o£fend every female auditor; and whilst a 
facetious Prince of Wales is employed in taking 
purses on the highway, a lady would rather see him 
stealing hearts at a ball, though the event might 
produce more fatal consequences. 

The great Percy, they confess, pays some atten- 
tion to his wife, but still more to his horse : and, as 
the king was a rebel before he mounted the throne^ 
and all women are naturally loyal, they shudder at 
a crowned head leagued with a traitor's heart. 

With all these plausible objections, infinite enter- 
tainment and instruction may be received from this 
drama, even by the most delicate readers. They will 
observe the pen of a faithful historian, as well as of 
a great poet ; and they ought, surely, to be charmed 
with every character, as a complete copy of nature ; 
admiring even the delinquency of them all, far be- 
yond that false display of unsullied virtue, so easy 
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for a bard to bestow upon the creatures of his fancy, 
when truth of description is sacrificed to brilliant 
impossibilities. 

The reader who is too refined to laugh at the wit 
of Sir John, must yet enjoy Hotspur's picture of a 
coxcomb; and receive high delight from those sen- 
tences of self-reproach, and purpose of amendment, 
which occasionally drop from the lips of the youthful 
and royal profligate. 

If the licentious faults of old-fashioned dialogue 
should here too frequently offend the strictly nice, 
they must, at least, confer th^ tribute of their praises 
upon every soliloquy. 1 1 is impossible for puritabism 
not to be merry^ when Falstaff is ever found talking 
to himself, or holding discourse over the honoured 
dead. It is nearly as imp5ssible for stupidity to be 
insensible of the merit of those sentiments delivered 
by the prince over the same extended corse j or to 
be unmoved by various other beauties with which 
this work abounds. 

In order to form a proper judgment of the man- 
ners and conversations of the characters in this play, 
and to partake of their genuine spirit, the reader 
must keep in mind that the era, in which all those 
remarkable personages lived, thought, spoke, and 
acted, has now been passed more than four hundred 
years. — ^Tlie play begins with the news of Hotspur 
having defeated the Scots, under the Earl of Dou- 
glas, which battle was fought on the 1 4th of Sep- 
tember, ]4025 and it closes with the defeat and 
death of Hotspur, which happened on the 21st of 
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July, 1403 — thus comprising every event here in- 
troduced within the time of ten montiis. 

It will be vain to endeavour to prevent many ten- 
der-hearted readers, who sigh over the horrors of a 
battle, from wishing that the prince's challenge to 
Hotspur had produced the single combat he desired, 
and that the victory of the day had been so decided. 

Such tender and compassionate persons should not 
sufifer their estimation of honour thus to sink into an 
equality with the cowardly Falstaflfs ; bat they shcmld 
call to mind"->that, though it was, in ancient times, 
considered as a token of valour, for a prince at the 
head of an army, to challenge to single contest the 
chief warrior on the opposite side, yet, in modern 
days, when a powerful monarch threw his gauntlet 
down to save the effusion of blood, this act of self- 
sacrifice was considered as a token of mere mad- 
ness. 
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KING HENEY IV, 



THE FIRST PART. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 



The Palace in London, 

FlourUh of Trumpets and Drums. 

King Henry, Prince John of Lancaster, Earl 
OF Westmoreland^ Sir Richard Vernon, Sir 
Walter Blunt^ and other Gentlemen^ disco* 
vered, 

K, Hen, So shaken as we are« so wan with carei 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant. 
No more the thiisty entrants of this soil 
Shall daub her lips with her own children*s bloody 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields. 
Nor bruise her flowrets with the armed hoofs . 
Of hostile paces : 
Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ 
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Forthwith a power of English shall we levy. 
To chase these pagans, in those holy fields. 
Over whose acres walk'd those hlessed feet, 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd. 
For our advantage, on the bitter cross. 
But this our purpose now is twelvemonth old. 
And bootless 'tis to tell you — we will go : 
Therefore we meet not now. — Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 
What yesternight our council did decree. 
In forwarding this dear expedience. 

JVest, My liege, this haste was hot in question, 
And many limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came 
A post from Wales, laden with heavy news 5 
Whose worst was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welchman taken. 
And a thousand of his people butchered. 

K. Hen, It seems, then, that the tidings of this 
broil 
Brake off our business for the Holy Land. 

West. This, match'd with other, did, my gracious 
lord; 
For more uneven, and unwelcome news, 
Came from the north, and thus it did import : 
On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there. 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 
That ever-vfdiant and approved Scot, 
At Holmedon met. 

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour 5 
As by discharge of their artillery, 
And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 
For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention, did take horse. 
Uncertain of the issue any way. 

K, Hen, Here is a dear, a true-industrious friend. 
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Sir Walter Blunt^ new lighted from his horse^ 

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome new?. 

The Earl of Douglas is discomfitefl 

On Holmedon's plains : of prisoners, Hotspur took 

Mordake, the Earl of Fife, and eldest son 

To beaten Douglas j and the Enrls 

Of Athol, Murray, Angus, and Menteith. 

And is not this an honourable spoil? 

A gallant prize ? ha^ cousin, is it not ? 

I^est. It is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

K, Hen» Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and 
mak'st me sin 
In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so bless'd a son : 
A son, who is the theme of honour's tongue ; 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him^ 
See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. Oh, that it could be proved. 
That some night-tripping fairy had exchanged 
In cradle-clothes, our children, where they lay, 
And callM mine — ^Percy, his— Plantagenetl 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. 
But let him from my thoughts : — What think yoif, 

coz. 
Of this young Percy's pride? the prisoners, 
Which he, in this adventure, hath surprised. 
To his own use he keeps 5 and sends me word, 
I shall have none but Mordake, Earl of Fife. 

West, This is his uncle's teaching, this is Wor7 
cester, 
Malevolent to you ia all aspects. 

K. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer thisj 
And, for this cause, awhile, we must neglect 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. [Rises, 

Cousin, on Wednesday next, our council we 
Will hold at Windsor, so inform the lord : 
But come yourself with speed to us again 3 
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For more is- to be said^ and to be done^ 
Tban^ out of anger, can be uttered. 

[^Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, '^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

An Apartment belonging to the Prince of Walks. 
Enter Henry Prince of Wales and Sir John 

FaL STAFF. 

FaL Now> Hal, wbat time of day is it, lad? 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted^ with drinking of 
old sack^ and unbuttoning thee after supper, and 
sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou, hast 
forgotten to demand that truly which thou wouldst 
truly know. What a devil hast thou to do with the 
time of the day? Unless hours were cups of sack^ 
and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of 
bawds, I see no reason why thou shouldst be so 
superfluous to demand the time of the day. 

FaL Indeed, you come near me now, Hal : for we, 
that take purses, go by the moon and seven stars, 
and not by Phoebus, — he, that wand'ring knight so 
fair. And, I pray thee, sweet wag, when thou art 
king, — as. Heaven save thy grace,— majesty I 
should say, for grace thou wilt have none, 

P. Hen. What! none? 

FaL No, by my troth 3 not so much as will serve 
to be prologue to an egg and butter. 

P. Hen. Well, how then? come, roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, 
let not us, that are squires of the night's body, be 
called thieves of the day's beauty ; let us be — Diana's 
foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions of the 
moon : And let men say, we be men of good govern- 
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ment) being governed as the sea is, by our noble 
and chaste mistress^ the moon ; under Mrhose coun- 
tenance we steal. 

P. Hen. Thou say'st well : and it holds well too : 
for the fortune of us, that are the moon's men^ doth 
ebb and flow Uke the sea 5 being governed as the 
sea isj by the moon. As, for proof, now : a purse 
of gold most resolutely snatched on Monday night, 
and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morning ^ 
got with swearing — lay by 3 and spent with crying 
—bring ia : now, in as low an ebb as the foot of 
the ladder 3 and, by and hy, in as high a flow as the 
ridge of the gallows. 

Fal, By the lord, thou say'st true, lad. And is 
not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench? 

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla> my old lad of the 
castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of 
durance ? 

J^ci. How now, how now, mad wag ? what, in 
iby quips and thy quiddities? what a pbgue have I 
to do with a buff jerkin ? 

P. Hen, Why, what a plague have I to do with 
my hostess of the tavern I 

FaL Well, thou, hast called her to a reckoning 
many a time and oft 

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part? 

FaL No ) 1*11 give thee thy due, thou hast paid 
|dl there. 

P. Hen. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin 
would stretch 3 and> where it would not^ I huve used 
my credit. 

FaL Yea, and so used it, that, were it not here 
apparent that thou art heir apparent, — But, I pr*y- 
ihee, fweet wag, shall there be gallows standing in 
England when thou art king? and resolution thus 
fobbed as it is, with the rusty curb of old Neither 
antic, the law? Do not thou, when thou art king, 
hang a thief. 
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P. Hen, No; thou shalt. 

FaL Shall I } O rare ! By the lord; 1 11 be a brave 
judge! 

P. Hen, Thou judgest false already ; I mean^ thou 
shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so become 
a rare hangman. 

FaL Well, Hal, well ; and in some sort, it jumps 
with my humour as well as waiting in the court, I 
can tell you. 

P. Hen. For obtaining of suits? 

FaL Yea, for obtaining of suit^; whereof the 
hangman hath no lean wardrobe. *Sblood^ I am as 
melancholy as a gib cat, or a lugged bear. 

P. Hen. Or an old lion ; or a lover's lute. 

FaL Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire ba^ipe'. 

P. Hen. What say'st thou to a hare, or the me- 
lancholy of Moor Ditch? 

FaL Thou hast the most unsavoury similes; and 
art, indeed, the most comparative, rascalliest,' — sweet 
young prince,: — ^But, Hal, I pr* y thee, trouble me no 
more with vanity. I would to Heaven thou and I 
knew where a commodity of good names were to be 
bought : An old lord of the council rated me the 
other day, in the street, about you, sir, but I marked 
him not : and yet he talked very wisely, but I re- 
garded him not : and yet he talked wisely, and in 
the street too. 

P. Hen. Thou didst well ; for wisdom cries out in 
the streets, and no man regards it. 

FaL O, thou hast damnable iteration ; and art, 
indeed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done 
much harm upon me, Hal, — Heaven forgive thee for 
it! Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing; and 
' now am I, if a man should speak truly, little better 
than one of the wicked. I must give over this life, 
and I will give it over: by the lord, an I do not, I 
am a villain : I'll be damned for never a king's son 
in Christendom. 
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P. Hen. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow. 
Jack? 

Fal, Where thou wilt, lad, Pll make one; an I 
do not, call me villain^ and baffle me. 

P. Hen, I see a good amendment of life in thee; 
from praying to purse-taking. 

F(d. Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Halj 'tis no 
sin for a man to labour in his vocation. 

Enter PpiNS. 

P, Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poins, Good morrow, sweet Hal. What says 

Monsieur Remorse ? What says Sir John Sack-and- 
Sugar? But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, 
by four o'clock, early at Gads Hill, — There are pil- 
grims going to Canterbury, with rich offerings, and 
traders riding to London with fat purses : 1 have 
visors for you all, you have horses for yourselves : 
Gadshill lies to-night in Rochester; I have bespoke 
supper in Eastcheap: we may do it as secure as 
sleep ', if you will go, I will stuff your purses full of 
crowns : if you will not, tarry at home, and be 
hanged. 

FaL Hear me, Yedward ;, if I tarry at home, and 
go not, 1*11 hang you for going. 

Poins. You will, chops? 

Fal, Hal, wilt thou make oner 

P. Hen. ^Vho, I rob? 1 a thief? not I, by my 
faith. 

FaL There's neither honesty, manhood, nor good 
fellowship in thee; nor thou cam'st not of the blood 
royal, if thou dar'st not cry stand for ten shillings. 

P. Hen. Well, then, once in my days, I'll be a 
madcap. 

Fal. Why, that's well said. 

P. Hen. Well, come what will. Til tarry at home. 

FaL By the lord, I'll be a traitor then, when thou 
art king. 

B 
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P. Hoh I care not. f -ftrf»V«. 

Poins, Sir John, I pr'ythee leave the prince and 
me alone 3 1 will lay him down such reasons for this 
adventure^ that he shall go. 

Fal, Well^ may*8t thou have the spirit of persua- 
sion, and he the ears «f profiting, that what thou 
speakest may move, and what he hears may be be- 
lieved, that the true prince may (for recreation sake) 
prove a false thief; for the poor abuses of the time 
want countenance. Farewell : you shall find me in 
Eastcheap. j^Exit. 

P. Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring ! farewell, 
All-hallown summer ! ^Advances. 

Poins. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride with 
us to-morrow ; I have a jest to execute that I can- 
not manage alone. Falsta£f, Bardolph, Peto, and 
Gadshill, shall rob those men that we have already 
waylaid; yourself and I will not be there: and 
when they have the booty, if you and I do not rob 
them, cut this head from my shoulders. 

P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in 
setting forth } 

Poins, Why, we will set forth before or after them, 
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is 
at our pleasure to fail ; and then will they adven- 
ture upon the exploit themselves : which they shall 
have no sooner achieved, but we'll set upon them. 

P, Hen, Ay, but 'tis like that they will know us 
by our horses, by our habits, and by every other 
appointment, to be ourselves. 

Poins, Tut ! our horses they shall not see, I'll tie 
them, in the wood; our vizors we will ch<ange, after 
we leave them ; and I have cases of buckram for 
the nonce, to inmask our noted outward garments. 

P. Hen. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be 
as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and for 
the thirds if he fight longer than he sees reason, I'll 
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forswear arms. The virtue of this jest will be, the 
incomprehensible lies that this same fat rogue will 
tell 'us, when we meet at supper: how thirty/at 
least, he fought with) what wards, what blows, 
what extremities he endured 5 and in the reproof of 
this lies the jest. 

P. Hen, Well, I'll go with thee; providft i» a!f 
things necessary, and meet me in Ea^cfaeap. Fare- 
w^ 

Poins. Farewell, my lord. \_Exit, 

P, Ben, I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyoked humour of your idleness : . 
Yet herein will I imitate the sun, 
Whq doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world. 
That, when he please again to be himself. 
Being wanted, he may be more wonder*d at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him. 
So, when this loose behaviour I throw off. 
And pay the debt I never promised. 
By how much better than my word I am. 
By so much shall I falsify men's hopes ; 
And, like bright metal on a sullen ground. 
My reformation, glittering o'er my fault. 
Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes 
Than that which hath no foil to set it off. 
I'll so offend, to make offence a skill 
Redeeming time, when men think least I will. [Exit^ 
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SCENE III. 



The Council Chamber. 



Flourish of Trumpets ayid Drums. 

King Henry, Prince John, Earl of Westmore- 
land, Earl of Worcester, Earl of North- 
umberland, Hotspur, Sib W, Blunt, Sir R, 
Vernon, and other Gentlemen, discovered. 

K. Hen. My blood bath been too cold aud tem- 
perate. 
Unapt to stir at these indignities. 
And you have found me ; for, accordingly, 
You tread upon my patience ; but, be sure, 
I will from henceforth rather be myself. 
Mighty, and to be fear*d, than my condition ; 
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young dovirn. 
And, therefore, lost that title of respect 
Which the proud soul ne'er pays but to the proud. 

Wor, Our house, my sovereign liege, little de- 
serves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 
And that same greatness too, which our own hands 
Hath holp to make so portly. 

North. My lord, 

K. Hen. Worcester, get thee gonej for I do see 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye : 
O, sir. 

Your presence is too bold and peremptory j 
And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a servant brow. 
You have good leave to leave us : when we need 
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Your use and counsel^ we shall send for you. - 

[Exit Worcester. 
You were about to speak. 
■ North, Yea, my good lord. 
Those prisoners, in your highness* name demanded> 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he says, not with such strength deny'd. 
As is deliver'd to your majesty. 

Hot. My liege^ I did deny no prisoners. 
But, 1 remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword. 
Came there a. certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd, 
Fresh as a bridegroom : and his chin, new reap'd, 
Show*d like a stubble landat harvest-home : 
He was perfumed like a millinery 
And *twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which, ever and anon. 
He gave his nose, and took *t away again ^ 
And still he smiled and talked ; 
And, as the soldiers bore dead bodies by. 
He caird them untaught knaves, unmannerly. 
To bring a slovenly, unhandsome corse 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 
With many holiday and lady terms 
He question'd me ; among the rest demanded 
My prisoners, in your majesty's behalf. 
I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold. 
To be so pester'd with a popinjay, 
Out of my grief and my impatience, 
Answer'd^ neglectingly, I know not whatj 
He should, or he should not; for he made me mad. 
To see him shine so brisk and smell so sweet. 
And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman. 
Of guns, and drums, and wounds, — (Heaven save 

the mark !)— 
And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth 
Was parmacity, for an inward bruise; 

B 2 
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And that it was great pity, so it was, ' 
That villanous saltpetre should be digged 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earthy 
Which many a good tall fellow had destroyed 
So cowardly; and, but for these vile guns^ 
He would himself have been a soldier. 
This bald, unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
I answer'd indirectly, as I said ; 
And, I beseech you, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation 
Betwixt my love and your high.miyesty. 

Blunt. The circumstance consider*d, good my lord^ 
Whatever Harrj' Percy then had said. 
To such a person, and in such a place. 
At such a time, with all the rest re-told. 
May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach ■ 
What then he said^ so he unsay it now. 

K, Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners; 
But with proviso and exception, — 
That wc, at our own charge, shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer j 
Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray'd 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the great magician, damn'd Glendower; 
Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home ? 
Shall we buy treason ? and indent with fears 
When they have lost and forfeited themselves ? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve; 
For 1 shall never hold that man my friend. 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost. 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer ! 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege. 
But by the chance of war: — To prove that true. 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds. 
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Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When, on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank, 
In single opposition^ hand to hand, 
' He did confound the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower: 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they 

drink, 
Upon agreement, of swift Severn's floods 
Who then, aflfrighted with their bloody looks. 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
And hid her crisp head in the hollow bank. 
Blood-stained with these valiant combatants. 
Never did base and rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly wounds ; 
Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Receive so many, and all willingly: 
Then let him not be slandered with revolt. 

K. Hen, [RtVs.] Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou 
dost belie him ; 
He never did encounter with Glendower^ 
I tell thee, ' 

He durst as well have met the devil alone. 
As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 
Art not ashamed ? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speal^ of Mortimer : 
Send me your prisoners with the speediest means. 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you.; — My Lord Northumberland, 
We license your departure with your son :— 
Send us your prisoners, or you'll hear of it. 

' [^Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. — Exeunt all 
but Northumberland and Hotspur. 

Hot, And if the devil come and roar for them^ 
I will not send them : — I will after straight^ 
And tell him so; for I will ease my heart, 
Although I make a^ hazard of my head. 

North. What, drunk with choler? stay, and pause 
awhile. 
Here comes your uncle. 
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Enter Worcester. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ! 
Yes^ I will speak of him ; and let my soul % 
Want mercy, if I do not join with him : 
Yea, on his part, I'll empty all these veins, 
And shed my dear blood, drop by drop, i* the dust. 
But I will lift the down- trod Mortimer 
As high i' the air as this unthankful king. 
As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke. 

North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew 
mad. 

JVor* Who struck this heat up after I was gone? 

Hot, He will, forsooth, have all nay prisoners : 
And when I urged the ransom once again 
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look*d pale ; 
And on my face he turn*d an eye of death. 
Trembling even at the nc^me of Mortimer. 

fVor, I cannot blame him 3 was he not pro- 
claimed 
By Richard, that dead is, the next of blood ? 

North. He was: I heard the proclamation: 
And then it was, when the unhappy king, 
(Whose wrongs in us Heaven pardon ! ) did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 
From whence he, intercepted, did return 
To be deposed, and^ shortly, murdered. 

Hut. But, soft, I pray you; did King Richard 
then 
Proclaim my brother, Edmund Mortimer, 
Heir to the crown? 

North. He did : myself did hear it. 

Hot, Nay, then I cannot blame his cousin king. 
That wish*d him on the barren mountains starved. 
But shall 't, for shame, be spoken in these days. 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come. 
That men of your nobility and power 
Did *gage them both in an unjust behalf, 
(As both of you, Heaven pardon it ! have done,) 
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To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
And plant this thorn^ this canker^ Bolingbroke? 
And shall it, in more shame, be further spoken^ 
That you are fooFd, discarded, and shook off. 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent? 
No J yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
Your banish'd honours^ and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again : 
Revenge the jeering and disdain*d contempt 
Of this proud kingj who studies day and night. 
To answer all the debt he owes to you. 
Even with the bloody pa}'ment of your deaths : — 
Therefore, I say, — 

Wor. Peace, cousin, say no more : 
And now will I unclasp a secret book. 
And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
1*11 read you matter deep and dangerous; 
As full of peril, and adventVous spirit. 
As to o*erwaTk a current, roaring loud. 
On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hot, If he fall in, good night : — or sink, or swim : — 
Send Danger from the east unto the west. 
So Honour cross it from the north to south, 
And let them grapple 5 — Oh! the blood more stirs 
To rouse a lion tha.n to start a hare. 

North, imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot, By Heaven, methinks it were an easy leap. 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-faced moon 5 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 
Where fathou>-line could never touch the ground^ 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the locks ; 
So he, that doth redeem her thence^ might wear. 
Without corrival, all her dignities: — 
But out upon this half-faced fellowship ! 

Wor, He apprehends a world of figures here. 
But not the form of what he should attend. — 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 
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Hot, I cry you mercy. 

Wor* Those same noble Scots^ 
That are your prisoners,—— 

Hot. ril keep them all -, 
By Heaven^ he shall not have a Scot of them ; 
No, if a Scot would save his soul^ he shall not: 
111 keep them, by this hand. 

fVor* You start away> 
And lend no ear unto my purposeff.— > 
Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, I will 5 that's flat:— 
He said he would not ransom Mortimer ; 
Forbade my tongue to speak of Mortimer ; 
But I will find him: when he lies asleep. 
And in his ear I'll holla — Mortimer ! — ^Nay, 
1*11 have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him^ 
To keep his auger still in motion. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman ! I will talk to you. 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

A^orM. Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman's mood ; 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ! 

Hut. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and scourged 
with rods. 
Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 

Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke ! 

In Richard's time, — What do you call the place ? — 
A plague upon 't! — it is in Glostershire ; — 
*Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept. 
His uncle York; — where I first bow'd my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke^ — 
When you and he came back from Ravenspurg. 

North* At Berkley Castle. 

Hot, You say true; — 
Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! 
Look " when his infant fortune came to age,"—* 
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And, — " gentle Harry Percy," — and, '^ kind cou- 

Sin, — — 
-Oh, the devil take such cozeners ! Heaven for- 



give,me'' 



Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to 't again ; 
We'll stay your leisure. 

Hot. 1 have done* i*faith. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottish prisoners.— 
Deliver them up without their Vansom straight. 
And make the Douglas' son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland 3 which (for divers reasons. 
Which I shall send you written), be assured, 
Will easily be granted. — You, my lord, — 
Your son in Scotland being thus employ'd, — 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well beloved, 
The archbishop— 

Hot, Of York, is 't not? 

Wor, True 5 who bears hard 
His brother's death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop. 
I speak not this in estimation, 
As what 1 think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down) 
And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot, I smell it ; upon my life it will do well. 

North. Before the game's a-foot, thou still lett'st 
slip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot : — 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York, 
To join with Mortimer, ha? 

Wor. And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 

Wor. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed 
To save our heads, by raising of a head : 
For, bear ourselves as even as we can. 
The king will always think him in our debt} 
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And think we think ourselves unsatisfied^ 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And see already^ how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot, He does, he does; we'll be revenged on him. 
- Wor, Cousin, farewell: — no further go in this. 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

North, Farewell, good brother: we shall thrive, 
I trust. 

Hot. Uncle, adieu 1 — O, let the hours be shorty 
Till fields, and blows, and groans^ applaud our sport ! 

' [Exeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



An Inn Yard at Rochester, 

Enter a Carrier, with a Lantern in his Hand, 

1 Car, Heigho ! An*t be not four by the day, I'll 
be hang'd : Charles* wain is over the new chimney^ 
and yet our horse not pack'd. What, Ostler! 

Ost. [IVithin.'] Anon, anon. 

1 Car, I pr'ythee, Tom, beat Cut's saddle, put a 
few flocks in the point -, the poor jade is wrung in 
the withers out of all cess. 

Enter another Carrier: 

2 Car, Peas and beans are as dank here as a dog». 
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and that is the next way to give poor jades the 
bots : this house is turn'd upside down, since Robin 
ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow! never joy*d since the price of 
oats rose 3 it was the death of him « 

2 Car. 1 think this be the most villanous house in 
all London road for fleas ; I am stung like a tench. 

1 Car, Like a tench ! by the mass^ there is ne'er a 
king in Christendom could be better bit than I have 
been since the first cock. — What, Ostler! come away, 
and be hang*d, come away. 

2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes 
of ginger, to be deliyered as far as Charing Cross. 

1 Car. 'Odsbody ! the turkeys in my pannier are 
quite starved. — What, Ostler! — A plague on thee! 
hast thou never an eye in thy head } canst not hear? 
An*t were not as good a deed as drink, to break the 
pate of thee, 1 am a very villain. — ^Come^ and be 
hang*d :— Hast no faith in thee? 

Enter Gadshill. 

Gads. Good morrow. Carriers. What's o'clock? 
i Car. I think it be two o'clock. 
Gads. I pr'ythee lend me thy lantern, to see my 
gelding in the stable. 

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye; I know a trick worth 
two of that, iTaith. 

Gads. I pr*ythee lend me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, when? canst tell? — Lend me thy lan- 
tern, quoth*a ? — marry. Til see thee hang*d first. 

Gads. Sirrah Carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London ? 

'■ 2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee. — Come, neighbour Mugges, we'll call 
up the gentlemen : they'll along with company, for 
they have great charge. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE ir. 



The Road hy Gads HiU, 

Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Poins, 

disguised* ^ 

Poins, Come, come, shelter; I have removed Fal- 
staff^s horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 
P. Hen. Stand close. [Poins retires a little. 

Enter Falstaff, disguised, 

Fal. Poins! Poins, and behang'd! Poins! 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-kidney'd rascal j what a 
brawling dost thou keep ! 

Fal What, Poins! Hal! 

P, Hen. He has walked vp to the top of the hill ; 
rU go seek him. [Pretends to go and look for Poins. 

Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thief's company : 
the rascal hath removed my horse, and tied him I 
know not where. If I travel but four foot by the 
square further afoot, I shall break my wind. Well, 
I doubt not but to die a fair death for all this, if I 
*scape hanging for killing that rogue. I have for- 
sworn his company hourly any time this two and 
twenty year, and yet I am bewitched with the rogue's 
company. If the rascal have not given me medicines 
to make me love him, I'll be hang*d -, it could not be 
else 5 I have drunk medicines. — Poins! — Hal! — a 
plague upon you both ! — ^Bardolph ! — Peto ! — I'll 
starve e'er Til rob a foot further. An't were not as 
good a deed as drink, to turn true man^ and to leave 
these rogues, I am the veriest varlet that ever chewed 
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-with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground is 
three score and ten miles afoot with me ; and the 
stony-hearted villains know it well enough : a plague 
upon't, when thiieves cannot be true to one another! 
[ They whistle.^ Whew ! — A plague upon you all ! 
Give me ray horse^ you rogues ; give me my horse, 
and be hang*d. 

P. Hen, Peace, ye fat guts! lie downj lay thine 
ear close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear 
the tread of travellers. 

fai. Have you any levers to lift me up again, being 
down? *Sblood, 111 not bear mine own iifesh so far 
afoot again for all the coin in thy father's exche-* 
quer. What a plague mean ye, to colt me thus ? 

P. Hen, Thou liest, thou art not colled, thou airt 
uncolted. [^He advances to Falstaff. 

Fal. I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to nay 
horsey gooil king's son. 

P, Hen, Out, you rogue! shall I be your ostler? 

FaL Go, hang thyself in thy own heir-apparent 
garters! If 1 be ta*en, TU peach for this. An I have 
not ballads made on you all, and sung to filthy tunes, 
let a cup of sack be my poison ; when a jest is so 
forward, and afoot too ! — i hate it. 



Enter Poins, Gadshill, Bardolph, and Teto, 

disguised. 

Gads, Stand. 

FaL So I do, against my will. 

Poins. O, 'tis our setter 3 1 know his voice. What 
news? 

Gads, Case ye, case ye 5 on with your visors 5 
there's money of the king's coming down the hill, 
'tis going to the king's exchequer. 

FaL You lie, you rogue -, 'tis going to the king's 
tavern. 
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Gads. There's enough to make us all. 

Fal. To be hang'd. 

P. Hen, Sirs, you four shall front them in the nar- 
row lane j NedPoinsand I will walk lower: if they 
'scape from your encounter, then they light on us. 

Fal, But how many be there of them } 

Gads, Some eight or ten. 

Fal, Zounds ! will they not rob us } 

P. Hen. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch ? 

Fal, Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand- 
father; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof. 

Poins, Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the 
hedge) when thou need'st him, there thou shalt find 
him. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal, NoW cannot I strike him, if I should be 
hang'd. 

P. Hen, Ned, where are our disguises?! 

Poins, Here, hard by; stand close. J [Adde. 

[Exeunt the Prince and Poins. 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his dole, say 
I ; every man to his business. 

[Thet/ piU on their Masks, and dratv their Swords, 

Enter Four Travellers. 

Trav, Come, neighbour ; the boy shall lead our 
horses down the hill : we'll walk afoot a while, and 
ease our legs. 

Fal, Sfc. Stand. 

Trav, Thieves ! — ^Murder ! — Help ! — 

[The Travellers rt/w back again, foUffmed by 
Bardolph, Gadshill, anrf Peto. 

Fal, Down with them ; cut the villains* throats ; 
ah ! whoreson caterpillars ! bacon-fed knaves ! they 
hate us youth ; down with them ; fleece them : — 
young men must live: you are grand-jurors, are ye? 
Well j ure you, i'faith. [£xi^ 
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Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Poins, in 

Buckram Suits, 

P. Hen, The thieves have bound the true men : 
Now, could thou and I rob the thieves, and go mer- 
rily to London, it would be argument for a week, 
laufi:hter for a month, and a good jest for ever. 

Pains. Stand close, I hear them coming. 

[TAey retire a little. 

£w/erFALSTAFE,GADSHILL, BaRDOLFH, flwrfPETO, 

tvith Bags of Money* 

FaL Come, my masters, let us share, and then to 
horse before day. [They sit down on the Ground.'] An 
the prince and Poins be not two arrant cowards, 
there's no equity stirring: there's no more valour in 
that Poins than in a wild-duck. 
P. Hen. Your moneys 
Poins. Villains! 

[As they are sharing^ the Prince and Poins 
set upon them. T'he Rest run avoay; and 
Falstaff, after a Bloto or ttvo, runs away 
too, leaving the Booty behind them. 
P. Hen, Got with much ease. Now merrily to 
horse ; 
The thieves are scatter'd, and possessed with fear 
So strongly, that they dare not meet each other ; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer. 
Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 
Wei;e 't not for laughing, I should pity him. 
Poins. How the rogue roar'd ! [^Exeunt » 



Cl 
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SCENE III. 



Warhoorth, 



A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Hotspur, reading a Letter* 

'But, for mine awn party my lord, I could be 
toeU contented to be there ^ in respect of the love I bear 
your housc-^He could be contented,— why is he not, 
then? In respect of the love he bears our house ! — he 
shows in this he loves his own barn better than he 
loves our house. Let me see some more. The pur" 
pose you undertake is dangerous. — Why, that *8 cer- 
tain ', *tis dangerous to take a cold, to sleep, to drink ; 
but I tell you, my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, 
we pluck this flower, safety. The purpose you undtT" 
take is dangerous; thejHends you nave named uncet' 
tain; the time itself unsor ted ; and your •whole plot too 
light for the counterpoise of so great an opposition, — 
Say you so? say you so? I say unto you again, you 
are a shallow, cowardly hind, and you lie. What a 
lack-brain is this ! By the lord, our plot is a good 
plot as ever was laid -, our friends true and constant : 
an excellent plot, very good friends. What a frosty- 
spirited rogue is this! Why, my Lord of York com- 
mends the plot, and the general course of the action. 
By this hand, if I were now by this rascal, I could 
brain him with his lady*s fan. Is there not my father, 
my uncle, and myself? Lord Edmund Mortimer, my 
Lord of York, and Owen Glendower? Is there not, 
besides, the Douglas ? Have I not all their letters, 
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to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next month ? 
and are they not^ some of them, set forward already ? 
What a pagan rascal is this ; an infidel ! Ha ! you 
shall see now^ in very sincerity of fear and cold heart, 
will he to the king, and lay open all our proceed- 
ings. Oh^ I could divide myself, and go to buffets^ 
for moving such a dish of skimmed milk with so 
honourable an action ! Hang bird ! let him tell the 
king; we are prepared: I will set forward to-night. 

Enter Lady Percy. 

How now, Kate } I must leave you within these two 
hours. 

Ladi/. Q, my good lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence have I, this fortnight, been 
A banish*d woman from my Harry's bed ^ 
Tell me, sweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep } 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth ; 
And start so often, when thou sitt'st alone } 
In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch'd. 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ; 
Speak terms of manege to thy bounding steeil ; 
Cry, •'Courage ! — ^To the field I" And thou hast talk'd 
Of prisoners* ransom, and of soldiers slain. 
And all the 'currents of a heady fight. 
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand. 
And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot, What, ho !— 

Enter Raby. 

Is Gilliams with the packet gone } 
Rab, He is, my lord, an hour ago. 
fHot. Hath Butler brought those horses from the 

sheriff? 
Fab. One horse, my lord, he brought even now. 
Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not ? 
Rah. It is, my lord., 
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Hot, That roan shall be my throne. — 
Well, I will back him straight. — O esperance /-— 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. [Exit Raby, 

Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot, What say*st thou, my lady > 

Lady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot, Why, my horse, my love, my horse. 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape! 
A weazle hath 'not such a deal of spleen, 
As you are toss'd with, — In faith, 
I'll know your business, Harry, that I will. 
I fear, my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title ; and hath sent for you 
To line his enterprise : but if you go— — 

Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 

Lady, Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly to this question that I ask. 
In faith, 1*11 break thy little finger, Harry, 
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, 
Away, you trifler. — Love ! I love thee not, 
1 care not for thee, Kate ; this is no world 
To play with mammets, and to tilt with lips : 
We must have bloody noses and crack'd crowns. 
And pass them current too. — Gods me, my horse ! — 
What say'st thou, Kate ? what wouldst thou have 
with me ? 

Lady, Do you not love me ? do you not indeed ? 
Well, do not, then -, for, since you love me not, 
I will not love myself. Do you not love me ? 
Nay, tell me, if you speak in jest, or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride ? 
And when I am o* horseback, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate j 
I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout : 
Wluther I must, I must ; and, to conclude. 
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 
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I know you wise 3 but yet no further wise, 

Than Harry Percy's wife : constant you are ; 

But yet a woman : and for secrecy, 

No lady closer ; for I well believe. 

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know ; 

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate* 

Lady. How ! so far ? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate : 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 
To-day will 1 set forth, to-morrow you. — 
Will this content you, Kate ? 

Ladif. It must, of force. ^Exeunt, 



SCENE IV. 



The Boards Head Tavern, in Eaatcheap, 

Enter Henry, Prince op Wales. 

P. Hen. Ned, pr*ythee come out of that fat room. 
And lend me thy hand to laugh a little* 

Enter PoiNS. 

Poins. Where hast been, Hal? 

P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, amongst 
three or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the 
very base string of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn bro- 
ther to a leash of drawers, and can call them all by 
their Christian names, as — Tom, Dick, and Francis. 
They take it ^already upon their salvation, that, 
though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the king 
of courtesy; and tell me flatly, 1 am no proud Jack, 
like Falstafif ; but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a 
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good boy, — by the lord so they call me, — and, when 
I am Kingof England, I shall command all,the^ood 
lads in Eastcheap. To conclude, I am so good a pro- 
ficient in one quarter of an hour, that 1 can drink 
with any tinker in his own language, during my life. 
I tell thee, Ned, thou hast lost much honour, that 
thou wert not with me in this action. But, sweet 
Ned, — to sweeten which name of Ned, 1 give thee 
this pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now into my 
hand by an under-skinker ; one that never spake 
other English in his life, than — ** Eight shillings 
and sixpence,'* — and '* You are welcome j" with 
this shrill addition, '' Anon, anon, sir,** — ** Score a 
pint of bastard in the Half-moon,** or so. But, Ned, 
to drive away the time till Falstaff come, I pr ythee, 
do thou stand in some by-room« while I question 
my puny drawer to what end he gave me the sugar; 
and do thou never leave calling— Francis, that his 
tale to me may be nothing but — anon. Step aside, 
and 1 11 show thee a precedent. 

Poins, Francis ! \Emt Poins. 

P. Hen, Thou art perfect. 

Poins. Francis! 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. — Look down into the Fom- 
granate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P. Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis ? 

Fran. Forsooth, five years, and as much as to 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. Five years ! by'r lady, a long lease for the 
clinking of pewter! But, Francis, dar*st thou be to 
valiant as to play the coward with thy indenture, 
and show it a fair pair of heels, and ftm from it ? 
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Fran, O lord, sir. Til be sworn upon all the 
books in EngUind, I could find in my heart—— 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon^ anon^ sir. 

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me see, — ^About Michaelmas next I shall 
be 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon^ sir. 'Pray you stay a little, my 

lord. 

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Francis : for the sugar 
thou gav'st me, — 'twas a pennyworth, was't not ? 
. Fran. O lord, sir, I would it had been two. 

)F. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound : 
ask me when tiiou wilt^ and ^thou shult have it. 

Poins. Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis } — No, Francis ; but, to- 
morrow, Francis ; or, Francis, on Thursday; or, in- 
deed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis — 

Fran. My lord ! 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, crys- 
tal button, nott-pated, agate-ring, puke-stocking, 
caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Spanish -pouch, — 

Frau. O lord, sir, who do you mean } 

P. Hen. Why, then, your brown bastard is your 
only drink : for look you, Francis, your white canvas 
doublet will sully : in Barbary, sir, it cannot come 
to 80 much. 

Fran, What, sir? 

Poins. Francis! 

P. Hen. Away, you rogue ; dost thou not hear 
them call ? 

[^Here they both call him; Francis stands 
amazed^ not knotving tjohich xjoay to go. 

Enter Hostess. 
Host. What ! stand'st thou still, and hear'st such 
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a calling > — Look to the guests within. [Exit Fran- 
cis.] My lord, old Sir John, with half a dozen 
more, are at the door ; shall I let them in } 

P. hen. Let them alone awhile^ and then open the 
door. lExit Hostess.] Poins, 

Enter PoiNS. 

Poins, Anon, anon, sir. 

P, Hen, Sirrah ! Falstaff, and the rest of the thieves 
arc at the door; shall we be merry?. 

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. Bat, bark 
ye ', what cunning match have ye made with this 
jest of the drawer ? come, what's the issue ? 

P. Hen. I am now of all humours, that have showed 
themselves humours, since the old days of good- 
man Adam, to the pupil age of this present twelve 
o'clock at midnight. — What's o'clock, Francis? 

Fran, [^WHhin,'] Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen, That ever this fellow should have ffewer 
words than a parrot, and yet the son of a woman ! — 
Hi» industry is — up stairs and down stairs ; bis elo- 
quence, the parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet 
of Percy's mind, the Hotspur of the north } he that 
kills me some six or seven dozen of Scots at a break- 
fast, washes his hands, and says to his wife — •• Fie 
upon this quiet life! — I want work'* — " O my sweet 
Harry," says she, " how many hast thou killed to- 
day;" — Give my roan horse a drench," says he; 
and answers, " Some fourteen," an hour after; *'a 
trifle, a trifle 1" I pr'ythee, call in Falstaflf; Til play 
Percy, and that damned brawn shall play Dame 
Mortimer, his wife. Rivo^ says the drunkard.-^Call 
in ribs, call in tallow ! 

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph, Peto, 

ctid Francis. 

Pnhis. Welrnme, Jack. Where hast thou been ? 
J at. A plague of all cowards, 1 say, and a ven- 
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geance, tool marry, and amenl-^Give me a cup of 
sack, boy. — ^Ere I lead this life long, I'll sew nether- 
socks, and mend them, and foot them too. A plague 
of aU cowards ! — Give me a cup of sack, rogue. — Id 
there no virtue extant ? [//e drinks. 

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish of 
butter — ^pitiful-hearted Titan ! — that melted at the 
sweet tale of the sun ? if thou didst, then behold 
that compound. 

FaL You rogue, here's lime in this sack too : there 
is nothing bi)t roguery to be found in villanous man : 
Yet a coward is wprse than a cup of sack with lime 
in it : a villanous coward. — Go thy ways, old Jack j 
die when thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be 
not fdrgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a 
shotten herring. There live not three good men 
unhanged in England, and one of them is fat, and 
grows old : Heaven help the while ! a bad world, I 
say !— A plague of all cowards, I say still ! 

P. Hen. How now, 'wool-sack? what mutter you? 

Fai. A king's son ! If I do not beat thee out of 
thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy 
subjects before thee like a flock of wilcl-geese, I'll 

never wear hair on my face more. You Prince 

of Wales ! 

P. Hen. Why, you whoreson round man ! what's 
the matter ? 

Fal. Are you not a coward } — answer me to that ; 
and Poins there? 

P, Hat. Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, 
1*11 stab thee. 

FaL I call thee coward ! I'll see thee damned ere 
I call thee coward : but I would give a thousand 
pound I could run as fast as thou canst. You are 
straight enough in the shoulders, you care not who 
sees your back: call you that backing of your 
friends? A plague upon such backing! give me 
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them that will fac^ me. — Give me a cup of sacl^ : — 
I am a rogue> if I have drunk to-day. 

P. Hen. O villain! thy lips are scarce wiped kince 
thou drunk*st last. 

Fal, All's one for that. A plague of all cowards, 
still say I ! [He dritm* 

P. Hen* What's the matter ? 

Fal, What's the matter ? here be four of u^ h^ 
have ta*en a thousand pound this morning. 

P. Hen. Where is it. Jack } where is it? 

Fal, Where is it? taken from i;s^ it is : a bu^f^f^ 
upon poor four of us. [JSxit Fk ANpi^. 

P. Hen, What, a hundred, man ? 

FaL I am a rogue, if t were not at bi^lf s^ord 
with a dozen of them two hours together. I hv^yt 
^scaped by miracle. I am eight times thrust through 
the doublet ; four through the hose ; my.buckleir cut 
through and through ; my sword hacked like aliand- 
saw, ecce signum, I never dealt better s^nce I was 
a man: all would not do. A plague of all cowatdsl 
Let them speak ; if they speak more or less than 
truth, they are villains, and the sons of darkness. 

P, Hen. Speak, sirs ; how was it ? 

Gads. We four set upon some dozen,— > 

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound. 

FaL You rogue, they were bound, every man of 
them ; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew- 

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or s^x^n fr^h 
men set upon us, — 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then cai^e in 
the other. 

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All! i know not what ye call all; but i^ I 
fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of 
radish : if there were not two or three and fifty 
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u{K)n poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged crea- 
ture. 

Poins. Tray, Heaven, you have not murdered some 
df them. 

Fid. Nay, that's past praying for 3 I hare pep- 
{>ered two of them : two, I am sure, I have paid ; 
two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, 
— if i tell thee a lie/ spit in my face,, call me horse. 
Thou know*st my old ward ; here I lay, and thus I 
bore my point. Four rogued in buckiftm let drive 
at me 

P. ffen. What, four ! thou saidst but two, even 
now. 

Fal. FdUi", Hal ! I told thee four. 

Pains, Ay, ay, h^ said four. 

Fal, Theise four canle all afront^ and mainly thrust 
at sbfe. I made M more ado, but took all their seven 
^ints in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven \ \Vhy, there were but four, even 
libW. 

Fat In buckram ? 

Poins. Ay, four in buckraib suits. 

FaL Sieven^ by these hilts^ or I'm a villain else. 

P. Hen*. Pr'ythee, let him alone 5 we shall have 
mdlre dnon.' 

Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

P. Hen, Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

Fal, Do so, for it is worth the listening to.— These 
4iine in buckram, that I told thee of- 

P. Hen. So, two more already ! 

Fal, Their points being broken • 

Poins, Down fell their hose. 

Fal, Began to give me ground ; but I followed me 
close, came in foot and hand, and, with a thought, 
seven of the eleven I paid. 

P, Hen. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men grown 
out of two ! 

Fal, But, as the devil would have it, three misbe* 
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gotten knaves, in Kendal green, came at my hiack» 
and let drive at me ; — for it was so dark, Hal, .that 
thou couldst not see thy hand. 

P. Hen, These lies are like the father that begets 
them 5 gross as a mountain, open, palpable. AVhy, 
thou clay-brained guts; thou knotty-pated fool: 
thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallow-keech — , 

Fal, What, art thou mad > art thou mad> — Is not 
the truth the truth ? 

P, Hen, Why, how couldst thou know these men 
in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou couldst 
not see thy hand ! come, tell us your reason ! What 
8ay*st thou to this } 

Pains. Come, your reason. Jack, your reason. 

Fal, What, upon compulsion? No; wer^I at the 
strappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not 
tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on com- 
pulsion ! if reasons were as plenty as blackberries, I 
would give no man a reason on compulsion, 1.. . 

P, Hen, ril be no longer guilty of this sin: this 
sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this horse, back- 
breaker, this huge hill of flesh — ' 

Fal, Away, you starveling, you eel-skin, ypu dried 
neat's tongue, you stock-fish — O, for breath to utter 
what is like thee ! — you tailor's yard, you sheath, 
you bow-case, you vile standing tuck — 

P. Hen, Well, breathe awhile, and then to it 
again : and when thou hast tired thyself in base 
comparisons, hear me speak but this. 

Poins, Mark, Jack. 

P, Hen. We two saw you four set on four ; you 
bound them, and were masters of their wealth.— — 
Mark now, how a plain tale shall put you down. — 
Then did we two set on you four ; and, with a word, 
out-faced you from your prize, and have it; yea, and 
can show it you here in the house : — and, Falstaff, 
you carried your guts away as nimbly, with as quick 
dexterity, and roared for mercy, and.sti}l.ran and 
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roared^ as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art 
thou, to hadk thy sword as thou hast done, and then 
say it was in fight ! What trick, what device, what 
slarting-hole dahst thou nbv^ find out, to hide thee 
frdni thisr open and apparent shame ? 

Poiris. Come^ let's hear. Jack, what trick hast thou 
now? 

Fal. B]r the lord, I knew ye, as well as he that 
madey^. Why, hear ye, my masters: was it for me 
to kill the heir apparent } should I turn upon the 
true prince > Why, thoii know*st I am as valiant as 
Hercules: but beware instinct; the lion will not 
touch the true prince. Instinct is a gt'eat matter; I 
was a coward on instinct. I shall think the better 
of myself ifnd thee during nly life : 1 for a valiant 
lion, and thou fo^ a true prince. But, by the lord, 
lads, I am glftd you have the nibney. Hostess, clap 
to the dobrs; Watch to-night, pray to-morrow. — 
Gallants, l^s, boys, hearts of gold, all the titles of 
good feUowship come to you! What, shall we be 
merry? — Shall we have a play extempore? 

P. Hen. Content ; — and the argument shall be — 
thy running away. 

FaL Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest me. 

Enkr Hostess. 



Host* My lord the prince — — 

P. Hen. How now, my lady the hostess ; what 
say'st thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the 
court at door, would speak with you : he says he 
comes from your father. 

P. Hen. Give him: as mUch as will make him a 
royal man, and send him back again to my mother. 

Fal, What manner of man is he ? 

Host. An old man. 

Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid- 
nr^t ?— Shall I give him his answer ? 
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P. Hen. Prythee do. Jack. 

Fd. 'Faith, and 111 send him packing. 

{^Exeunt Falstaff and Hostsss. 

P. Htn. Now, sirs: by'r lady, you fought fair; 

so did you, Peto ; so did you, Bardolph ; you are 

lions too— you ran away upon instinct — ^you will not 

touch the true prince ; no — fie ! 

Bard. Taith Iran when 1 saw others run., 

P, Hen. Tell me now, in earnest, how came Fal-* 
staff's sword so hacked? 

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger; and 
said, he would swear truth out of England, but he 
would make you believe it was done in fight ; and 
persuaded us to the like. 

Bard, Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear- 
grass, to make them bleed : and then to beslubber 
our garments with it, and swear it was the blood of 
true men. 1 did that I did not these seven years 
before — I blushed to hear his monstrous devices. 

P. Hen. O villain, thou stol'st a cup of sack 
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the man- 
ner, and ever since thou hast blushed extempore : 
thou hast fire and sword on thy side, and yet thou 
rart'st away: — ^What instinct hast thou for it ? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors? do 
you behold these exhalations ? 

P. Hen, I do. 

Bard, What think you they portend ? 

P. Hen, Hot livers, and cold purses. 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 

P, Hen, No, if rightly taken, halter. 

JEn^^r Falstaff. 

Here comes lean Jack — here comes bare-bone. How 
now, my sweet creature of bombast ? How long is't 
ago. Jack, since thou saw'st thine own knee? 

Fal, My own knee ! when I was about thy years, 
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waist; I could 
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have crept into an alderman's thumb-ring: a plague 
of sighing and grief! it blows a man up like a blad-» 
der. There's villanous news abroad : here was Sir 
John Bracy from your father 3 you must to the court 
in the morning. That same mad fellow of the north, 
Percy; and he of Wales, that gave Amaimon the 
bastinado^ and made Lucifer cuckold, and swore the 
devil his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh 
hook,— what a plague call you him ? 

Foins, O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen, the same; — and his son-in- 
law, Mortimer, and old Northumberland ; and that 
sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o* horse- 
back up a hill perpendicular. 

jP. Hen, He that rides at high speedy and with his 
pistol kills a sparrow flying. 

FaL You have hit it. 

P. Hen, So did he never the sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him ; he 
will not run. 

P. Hen, Why, what a rascal art thou then, to 
praise him so for rtmning ! 

Fal, O* horsebacks ye cuckoo j but, afoot, he will 
not budge a foot. 

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is there 
too; and one Mordake, and a thousand blue caps 
more ; Worcester is stolen away by night ; thy fa- 
ther's beard is turned white with the news : you may 
buy land now as cheap as stinking mackarel. 

P, Hen. Then 'tis like, if there come a hot June, 
and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy maidens 
as they buy hobnails, by the hundreds. 

Fal. By the mass, lad, thou say'st true 5 it is like 
we shall have good trading that way. — But, tell me, 
Hal, art thou not horribly afeard ? thou being heir 
apparent, could the world pick thee out three such 
enemies again, as that fiend Douglas, that spirit 
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Percy,^ and that devil Glendower ? Ari thoU not hdr- 
riblv afraid ? doth not thy blood thrill at it ? 

P. Hen. Not a whit, T faith) I lack some of -thy 
instinct* 

Fat. Well; thoii wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, 
when thou comest to thy father: if thoii love m^> 
practise an answer. 

Enter Hostess. 

Host, O, ray lord, my lord ! 

Fal, Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon a fiddle- 
stldc: Whafs the matter? 

Host. The sherifiF and all the watch are' aV the 
door: they are come to search the hoiise : shalll let 
them in ? 

Fal, Dost thou hear, H^, never call a true piece 
of gold a counterfeit : thou art essentially mad with- 
out seeming so. 

P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without in- 
stinct. 

Pal. I deny ybur niajor: if you will deny the 
sheriff, so ; if not let him enter: if I become not a 
cart as well as another man, a plague on my bring- 
ing up ! 1 hope 1 shall as soon be strangled with a 
halter as another. 

P. i/e;r. Call in the sheriff. [Exf* Hostess.] Go, 
hide thee bf^hind the arras j — the rest walk up above. 
Now, my madtei's, for a true face and a good con- 
science. 

Fali Both v^hich I have had: but their date is 
Out, and therefore I'll hide me. 

[^Exeunt Falstaiff, Bardolph, Gadsuili., 
and Peto. 

Enter Sheriff and Two Travellers. 

P. Hen. Now, master' Sheriff ^ what's your will 
with me? 
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Sher. Firsts pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
hath followed cei'tain men into this house. 

P. Hen. What men ? 

Sher, One of them is well known, my gracious 
lord ', a gross fat man. 

frav. As fat as butter. 

P. Hen. Sheriff, I do engage my word to thee^ 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner time, 
Send him to answer thee, or any man. 
For any thing he shall be charged withal : 
And so, let me entreat you, leave the house. 

Sher, I will, my lord : Here are two gentlemen 
Have, in this robbery, lost three hundred marks. 

P. Hen, It may be so: if he have robb'd these 
men 
He shall be answerable ) and so, farewell. 

Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 

P. Hen, I think it is good morrow; is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o'clock. 
{^Exeunt Sheriff aW Travellers. 

P. Hen, This oily rascal is known as well as 
Paul's : go, call him forth. 

Poins, £^alstaff! Fast asleep behind the arras, 

and snoring like a horse. 

P, Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath ! search 
his pockets. [Poi ns goes out and searches his Pockets J\ 
What hast thou found ? 

Enter Poms. 

Poins, Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen. Let's see what they be : read them. 

Poins. Item, a capon, 2s, 2d. 
Item, sauce, 4fd. 
Item, sack, two gallons, 5s, Sd. 
Item, anchovies and sack after supper, 2s, 6d, 
Itein, bread, a halfpenny, 

P, Hen. O monstrous ! but one halfpennyworth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of sack ! — What there 
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i$ else> kMp close; we'll read it at mbre advontaige: 
there let him sleep till dajrT I'll to the cbtirt in the 
morning : we must all to the wars, and thy place 
dhall he honourable. I'll procure this fat rdgue a 
chaige of foot ; and, 1 know^ his death will be a 
march of twelve score. The money shall be paid 
back again, with advantage. Be with me betimes 
in the morning ; and so good morrow, Poins. 
Pains, Good moriDw, good my lord. ^Exeunt. 



ACT TtiE THIRD. 



SCENB I. 



The Presence Chainber. 



King Henry, Henry Prince of Wales, Prfnce 
John, Earl of Westmoreland, Sir Walter 
Blunt, and other Gentlemen, discovered. 

K. Hen, Lords, give us leave 5 the Prince of Wales 
and I 
Must have some private conference: but be near 
At hand 5 for we shall presently have need of you. 
\Exeunt ail but the King &nd Prince 01 
Wales. 
I know not whether Heaven will have it so. 
For some displeasing service I have dbne, 
Thfet, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
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He'll breed revengement and a scourge for me ) 
But thou dost, in thy passages of life. 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of Heayen, 
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me eUe, 
Could such inordinate and low desirea. 
Such barren pleasures, rude society. 
As thou art match'd withal, and grafted %q. 
Accompany th^ greatness of thy bloqd, 
And hold their level with thy princely heart ? 

P. Hen, So please your majesty, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse. 
As well as, I am doubtless, I can purge 
Myself of many I am charged withaf • 
Yet such extenuation let me beg. 
As, in reproof of many tales devised, 
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandered and irregular. 
Find pardon on my true submissiop. 

K. Hen. Heaven pardon thee ! — Yet, let me won- 
der, Harry, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
^uite froni the flight of all thy ancestor^* 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost. 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied j 
And art almost an sdi^ to the hearts. 
Of all the court, and princes of my blood. 
Had I 80 lavish of my presen^c^ been. 
So common hackney'd in the eye3 of men. 
Opinion, that did help me to thie crowQ> 
Had still kepij loyal to posse^tsjon j 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 
A feUow of no mark nor likelihood. 
By being seldom seen, I could not stir, 
Bat, like a comet, I was wonder'd at : 
That men wouhl tell their children, " This is he !" 
Others wouhl s^y— " Where? which i$ BoUpgbroker 
Not an eye 
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But is a-weary of thy common sight. 
Save mine, which hath desired to see thee more; 
Which now doth what I would not have it do. 
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen. I shall, hereafter, my thrice-gracious lord, 
Be more myself. 

K, Hen. For all the world. 
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then. 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 
And even as I was then, is Percy now. 
Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot. 
He hath more worthy interest to the state, 
Than thou, the shadow of succession. 
What never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ! 

Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swathing clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas ; ta'en him once. 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 
To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 
A nd shake the peace and safety of our throne. 
And what say you to this? Percy, Northumbierland, 
The archbishop's grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate against us, and are up. 
But wherefore do I tell these news to thee ? 
Why, Harry, do 1 tell thee of my foes, 
Which art my near'st and dearest enemy ? 
Thou that art like enough, — through vassal fear, 
Base inclination, and the start of spleen, — 
To fight against me under Percy's pay. 
To dog his heels, and court' sy at his frowns. 
To show how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find it so: 
And Heaven forgive them that so much have sway'd 
Your majesty's good thoughts away from me ! 
I will redeem iall this on Percy's head. 
And in the closing of some glorious day. 
Be bold to tell you, that T am your son ; 
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And that shall- be the day, whene'er it lights. 
That this sam^ child of honour and renown. 
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight. 
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet : 
For every honour sitting on his helm, 
'Would they were multitudes ! and on my head 
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come. 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my lord. 
To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf: 
And 1 will call him to so strict account. 
That he shall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the name of Heaven, I promise here : 
The which, if He be pleased I shall perform, 
I do beseech your majesty may salve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 
If not, the end of life cancels all bands ; • 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K, Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this:-— 
Thou shalt have charge, and sovereign trust, herein. 

... • • 

• 

Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt? thy looks are full of speed. 

Blunt, So is the business that I come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word. 
That Douglas, and the English rebels, met, 
The eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury : 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
If promises be kept on every hand. 
As ever offered foul play in a state. ' 

K. Hen. The Earl of Westmoreland sets forth to^ 
day; 
With him my son. Lord Jqhn of Lancaster ; 
For this advertisement is five davs old ; — 



50 KIVG HKNaT 1V« [act III* 

On Wednesday next^ my Harry, you sbijl set 
Forward : on Thursday^ we ourselves will m^urch : 
Our meeting is Bridgenorth : and, Harry^ you 
Shall march through Glostershire. 
Our hands are full of business : let's away ; 
Advantage feeds him £aLt, while men delay. [£«r«ttii#. 



SCENE ir. 

The Boar's Head Tavern in Eastcheap^ 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph, 

Fal. Bardolph^ am I not fallen away vilely sia^ 
this last action ? do I not bate ? do I not dwindle ?-^ 
Why, my skin hangs about me like an oldi lady^s 
loose gown ; I am withered like an old apple-John. — 
Well, 1*11 repent, and that suddenly, while I am in 
some liking ; I shall be out of heart shortly, a^d 
then I shall have no strength to repent An I have 
not forgotten what the inside of a church is naade o^ 
1 am a peppercorn, a brewer's horse.; — The inside 
of a church ! — Company, villanous company^ hath 
been the spoil of me. 

Bard, Sir John^ you are so fretful, you cannot live 
long. 

FaL Why, there it is :-?-come, sing me a song j 
make me merry. I was as virtuously given as a gen- 
tleman need to be ; virtuous enough : swore little ; 
diced, not above seven times a week; went to i^ bor* 
deilo, not above once in a quarter— rof an hour ; pajd 
money that I borrowed, three or four times ; lived 
well, and in good compass : and now I live out of 
all order, out of all compass. 
• Bard, Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that yo^i 
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fni:^t needs be out of all coinpass j but of all reason- 
able compass, Sir John. 

Fd. Do thou ainend thy &ce> aiid I'll ^ixiend toy 
life : thou art our admiral — thou bear'st the lantern 
iti the poop, — ^but 'tis in the nose of thee } thou art 
the knight of the burning lamp. 

Batd* Why, Sir John^ my face does you no harm; 

Fal, Noj I'll be sworn ; I make as good use of it 
ad many a man doth of a death's head, or a memento 
mori: I never see thy face, but I think upon hell-fire^ 
and Dires that liyed in purple ; for there he is in his 
robes, burning, burhitig.— When thou ran'st u|> Gads 
Hill in the nighf^ td catch my horse, if I did not think 
thou hadst been an ignis Jaiuus^ or a ball of wild-fire> 
there's no purchase in money. O, thou art a perpe- 
tual triumph, ati eterlasting bonfire light I — ^Tbou 
kast saved me a thousand marks in links and torches, 
walking with thee in the night betwijtt tavern and 
tavern : but the sack that thou kast drunk me, would 
bate bought me lights as good cheap, at the dearest 
ehundler^s in Europe. I have nteiiinained Aurt; saSa- 
inailder of yours with fire, amy time l^is two and 
thirty years ; Heaven reward me for it ! 

Bard, 'Sblood, I n^ould my fa<*e were in youi* 
belly! 

FaL God-a-rtercy! so should I be sute te be 
heart-burned. 

Enter Hostess. 
How now, dame Partlet the hen? have you inquired 
yet who picked my pocket ? 

Host. Why, Sir John ! what do you think. Sir 
John? Do you think Lkeep thieves in my h6ttse^-^ 
I have searched, I have inquired, so has my husbiELhd, 
man bjr man, boy by boy, servant by servant : the 
tithe of a hair was never lost in my house before. 

Fal. You lie. Hostess: Bardolph was shaved, and 
lost many a hair : and I'll be sworn my pocket was 
picked : go to, you are a woman, go. 
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Host. Who I ? I defy thee : I was never called so 
in mine own house before. 

Fal, Go to^ I know you well enough. 

Host, No^ Sir John ; you do not know me. Sir 
John ; I know you. Sir John : you owe me money. 
Sir John, and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me 
of it 5 1 bought you a dozen of shirts to yoiu* back. 

Fed. Dowlas^ filthy dowlas : I have given them 
away to bakers' wives, and they have made bolsters 
of them. 

Host, Now, as I am a true woman, Holland of 
eight shillings an ell. You owe money here besides, 
Sir John, for your diet and by-drinkings; and money 
lent you, four and twenty pounds. 

Fal, He had his part of it 3 let him pay. 
. Host, He ! alas^ he is poor ; he hath nothing. 

Fal. How! poor? look upon his face; what $all 
you rich ? let them coin his nose, let them coin his 
cheeks ; I'll not pay a denier. What, will you make 
a younker of me ? Shall I not take mine ease in mine 
inn, but I shall have my pocket picked ? I have lost 
a seal-ring of my grandfather's worth forty mark. 

Host. 0, 1 have heard the prince tell him, I know 
not how oft, that the ring was copper. 

FaL How! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup j and 
if he were here, I would cudgel him like a dogi if 
he would say so. 

Enter Henry Prince of Wales, playing on his 
Truncheon^ like a Fife, and Falstaff meets him. 

How now, lad, is the wind in that door, i*faith?— « 
Must we all march ? 

JSard, Yea, two and two, Newgate fashion. 
. Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P, Hen. What say'st thou, mistress Quickly ? How 
does thy husband ? I love him well, h^ is an honest 
man. 

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 



» 
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Fnh Pr'ythee> IH; K^r alon^^ and list to me. 

P. Hen, What say'st thou. Jack? 

Fd, The other dight I fell asle^ heft behind 
the arras^ and had my pocket picked: this house \& 
turned bawdy-house, they pick pockets* 

P. Hen. What didst thou lose. Jack? 

Fal, Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four 
bonds of forty pounds apiece> and a seal-ring of my 
grandfather's. 

P. Hen, A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Hoit. So I told him, my lord ; and 1 said, I heard 
your grace say so : And, my lord, he speaks most 
vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed man as he is ; and 
said he would cudgel you. 

P. Hen. What ? he did riot? 

Host* There's neitherf aith, truth, nor womanhood 
in me else. 

FaL There's no ihore faith in thee than in aBtew*d 
prune ; nor no sbore tlnith in thee than in a drawn 
fox; and for womanhood, m&id Marian may be the 
deputy's wife ofthe ward to thee. Go; you thing, go. 

Hoit. Say ^ what thihg ? what thing? 

FaL What thing? why a thing to thank Heaven 
on. 

Host, I am no thing to thank Heaven on, I n^oold 
thou shouldst know it 5 I am an hohest man's wife; 
and, setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave 
to call me so. 

FaL Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a beast 
to say otherwise. 

Host. Say, what beast, thou ktiave thou ? 

FaL What beast? why, an otter. 

P. Hen. An otter, Sir John ? why an otter i 

FaL Why ? she's neither fish, nor flesh 3 aman 
knows not where to have her. 

Host, Thou art an unjust man in saying so; thfiu 
or any man knows where to have me, thou knave 
thou \ 

B 2 
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P. Hen, Thou say'st trae^ Hostesa^^; and he slan- 
ders thee most grossly. 

Hoit, So he doth you, my lord : and said this other 
day, you owed him a thousand pound. 

P. Hen, Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ? 

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal! a million: thy love 
is worth a million : thou ow*8t me thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and said 
he would cudgel you. 

Fai. Did I, Bardolph } 

Bard, Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

Fal, Yea ; if he said my ring was copper. 

P. Hen. I say, 'tis copper : dar st thou be as good 
as thy word now ? . 

Fal, Why, Hal, thou know^st as thou art but roan, 
1 dare ; but, as thou art prince, I fear thee, as 1 fear 
the roaring of the lion's whelp. 

P, Hen, And why not as the lion ? 

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the lion : 
dost thou think, I'll fear thee as I fear thy father ? 
nay, an if I do, let my girdle break ! 

P. Hen. Oh, if it should, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees! Charge an honest woman with pick- 
uig thy pocket! Why, thou whoreson, impudent, im- 
boss'd rascal, if there were any thing in thy pocket 
but tavern reckonings, memorandums of bawdy- 
houses, and one poor penny-worth of sugar-candy to 
make thee long-winded : if thy pocket were enriched 
with any other injuries but these, I am a villain. 
And yet you will stand to it, you will not pocket 
up wrong : Art thou not ashamed } 

Fal, Dost thou hear, Hal } thou know*st, in the 
state of innocency, Adam fell 5 and what should poor 
Jack Falstaff do, in the days of villany ? Thou seest, 
I have more flesh than another man 5 and, therefore, 
more frailty, — You confess, then, you picked my 
pocket? 

P. Hen, It appears so, by the story. 
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FaU Hostess, I forgive thee: Go, make ready 
breakfast • love thy husband, look to thy servants, 
and cherish thy guests: thou shalt find me tractable 
to any honest reason -, thou seest, 1 am pacified. — 
Still? — Nay, I pr'ythee, begone. [Exit Hostess. 
Now, Hal, to the news at court : for the robbery, 
lad, — How is that answered ? 

P, Hen, The money is paid back again* 

Fal, O, I do not like that paying back, 'tis a 
double labour. 

P, Hen, I am good friends with my father, and 
luay do any thing. 

FaL Rob me the exchequer the first thing thou 
dost, and do it with unwashed hands, too. 

Bard, Do, my lord. 

P. Hen, I have procured thee, Jack, a charge of 
foot. 

FaL I would it had been of horse ! Where shall 
I find one that can steal well ? O for a fine thief, of 
the age of two and twenty, or thereabouts ! I am 
heinously unprovided. Well, Heaven be thanked 
for these rebels, they offend none but the virtuous 5 
I laud them, I praise them. * 

P, Hen. Bardolph, — 

Bard, My lord. 

P, Hen. Go, bear this letter to Lord John of Lan- 
caster, 
My brother John 5 this to my lord of Westmoreland. 

[ExUBavldolfh* 
Jack, 

Meet me to-morrow in the Temple-Hall, 
At two o'clock i'the afternoon : 
There shalt thou know thy charge : and there receive 
Money, and order for their furniture. 
The land is burning 5 Percy stands on high j 
And either they or we must lower lie. 

lExit the Paincx. 
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Fal. Rare words ! brave woridi—— Hostess, my 
breakfast! come: — 
O^ I could wish^ this tavern were my drum ! [Exit;. 



ACT THE FOURTH: 



SCENE I. 



Hotspur's Camp^ near Shrevishury. 
Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, 



Enter Earl of Douglas, Hotspur, Earl of 
Worcester, Gentlemen, and Soldiers. 

Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : If speaking truth, 
In this fine age, were not thought flattery. 
Such attribution should the Douglas have. 
As not a soldier of this season's stamp 
Should go so general current through the world. 
By Heaven^ 1 cannot flatter j I defy 
The tongues of soothers ; but a braver place 
In my heart's love, hath no roan than yourself. 
Nay, task me to the word 5 approve me, lord. 

D<mg. Thou art the king of honour : 
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No man so potent breathes upon the ground^ 
But I will beard him. 

Hot, Do so, and 'tis well : 

Enter Raby. 

What letters hast thou there ? 

Rah, These letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ! why comes he not him- 
self? 

Rab, He cannot come, my lord; he's grievous 
sick. 

Hot, Sick ! how has he the leisure to be sick. 
In such a justling time } Who leads his power ? 
Under whose government come they along ? 

Rah. His letters bear his mind, not 1. 

Hot, His mind ! 

Wor. I pr'ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed > 

Rab. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth ; 
And at the time of my departure thence. 
He was much fear'd by his physicians. 

JVor. I would, the state of time had first been 
whole. 
Ere he by sickness had been visited! 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now ! droop now ! this sickness doth 
infect 
The very life<>blood of our enterprise j 
'Tis catching hither, even to our camp.— 
He writes me here— that inward sickness, — 
And that his friends by deputation could not 
So soon be drawn ;— 
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement. 
That, with our small conjunction, we should on^ 
To see how fortune is disposed to us : 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now. 
Because the king is certainly possessed 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it ? 

Work Your father's sickness is a maim to us. 



AS KINO HEKRY IV. E^^* '^• 

It will be thought 

By somey that kaoW not why he is away> 

lliat wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike 

Of our proceedings^ kept the earl from hence ; 

This absence of your father^s draws a curtain^ 

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 

Before not dreamt of. 

Hot. You strain too far. 
I, rather, of his absence make this use :— * 
It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, 
A larger dare to our great enterprise. 
Than if the earl were here : for men must think. 
If we, without his help, can make a head 
To push against the kingdom ; with his help 
We shall o'ertum it topsy-turvy down. — 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 

Dot^. As heart can think : there is not sueh a 
word 
Spoke of in Scotland as^ this term of fear. 

£A Trumpet sounds. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon, and Two 
Oentlemen. 

Hot, My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my soul ! 

Ver. 'Pray Heaven my news be worth a welcomei 
lord! 
The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong. 
Is marching hitherwards ; with him. Prince John. 

Hot, No harm : What more ? 

Ver, And further, I have learn'd,— 
The king himself in person is set forth, 
Or hitherwards intended speedily. 
With strong and mighty preparation. 

Hot, He shall be welcome too. Where is his son> 
The nimble-footed, mad-cap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that claif'd the world aside. 
And bid it pass } 
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Ver. All furnish'd, all in annus \ 
All plumed like estridges^ that with the wind 
Bated^ like eagles, having lately bathed ; 
Glittering in golden coats, like images; 
As full of spirit as the month of May, ' 
And gorgeous as the sun at Midsummer ^ 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. 
I saw young Harry, — with his beaver on, 
His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm*d. 
Rise from the ground, like feather'd Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat. 
As if an angel dropt down from the clouds. 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 
And witch the world with noble horsemanship. 

Hot No more, no more \ worse than the sun in 
March, 
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come; 
They come like sacrifices in their trim. 
And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war. 
All hot and bleeding, will we o£fer them : 
The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit. 
Up to the ears in-blood. I am on fire« 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh, 
. And yet not ours : Come, let me take my horse, 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt. 
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales : 
Hany to Harry shall, — hot horse to horse- 
Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a ccM'se.*— 
O, that Glendower were come ! 

Ver. There is more news : 
I learn'd in Worcester, as I rode along. 
He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 

Doug, That's the worst, tidings that I hear of yet 

Wor, Ay, by my faith, that bears a fiNMty soiuid. 

Hot, What may the king's whole battle veach 
unto? 

Ver. To thirty thousand. 

Hot, Forty let it be 5 
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My father and Glendower being both away. 
The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come^ let us take a muster speedily : 
Doomsday is near -, die all, die merrily. 

[^Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, -^Exeunt 



SCENE II. 



The Road near Coventry, 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Fat, Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fill 
me a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall march through; 
we*ll to Sutton-Coltield to-night. 

Bard. Wilt thou give me money, captain? 

Fal, Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. • 

Fal. An it do, take it for thy labour; and if it 
make twenty, take them all; I'll answer the coinage. 
Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's end. 

Bard, I will, captain : farewell. 

Fal, If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, f am a 
souced gurnet. I have misused the king's press 
damnably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred 
and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. 
1 press me none but good householders, yeomen^s 
sons : inquire me out contracted bachelors, «uch as 
had been asked twice on the banns : such a commo- 
dity of warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil as 
a drum ; such as fear the report of a caliver, worse 
than a struck fowl, or a hurt wild-duck : I press me 
none but such toasts and butter, with hearts in their 
bellies no bigger than pins' heads, and. they have 
bought out their services ; and now my whole charge 
consists of ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentle- 
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men of companies^ slaves as ragged as Lazarus in* 
the painted doth ^ and such as, indeed, were never 
soldiers; but discarded, unjust servingmen, younger 
sons to younger brothers, revolted tapsters, and 
ostlers trade-fallen ; the cankers of a calm worlds 
and a long peace ; and such have I to fill up the rooms 
of them that have bought out their services, that 
you would think, I had a hundred and fifty tattered 
prodigals, lately come from swine-keeping, from 
eating draff and husks. A mad fellow met me on 
the way, and told me, I had unloaded all the gib- 
bets, and pressed the dead bodies. No eye hath seen 
such scarecrows. Til not march through Coventry 
with them, that's flat : — Nay, and the villains march 
wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves on; 
for, indeed, I had the most of them out of prison. 
There's but a shirt and a half in all my company, 
and the half-shirt is two napkins, tacked together, 
and thrown over the shoulders, like a herald's coat 
without sleeves ; and the shirt, to say the truth, 
stolen from my host of Saint Alban's, or the red-nose 
inn-keeper of Daventry. Biit that's all oiie, theyll 
find linen enough on every hedge. 

Enter Henry, Prince of Wales, and the Earl qf 

Westmoreland. 

P. Hen, How now, blown Jack ? how now, quilt? 

Fai, What, Hal } How now, mad wag ? what a 
devil dost thou in Warwickshire ? — My good Lord 
of Westnjoreland, I cry you mercy ! I thought your 
honour had already be^n at Shrewsbury. 

West, 'Faith, Sir John, 'tis more than time that I 
were there, and you too ; but my powers are there 
already : The king, I can tell you, looks for us all ; 
we must away all night. 

Fal, Tut, never fear me ; I am as vigilant as a cat 
to steal cream. 

P, Hen, I thinks to steal cream, indeed ; for thy 
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theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me. 
Jack ) whose fellows are these that come after } 

FaL Mine> Hal, mine* 

P. Hen, I did never see such pitiful rascals^ 

FaL Tutj tut; good enough to toss^ fbod fbr 
powder, food fbr powder 5 they'll fill a pit as wdl 
as better : tush, man ! mortal men, mortal men. 

West, Ay, but. Sir John, methinks, they are ex* 
ceeding poor and bare ; too beggarly. 

FaL 'Faith for their poverty, — 1 kno^ not where 
they had that : and for their bareness,-^! am sure 
they never learned that of me. 

P. Hen, No, 1*11 be sworn > unless you call three 
fingers on the ribs bare. But, sirrah, make haste | 
Percy is already in the field. 

FaL What, is the king encamped ? 

West. He is. Sir John; I fear we shall stay too 
long« [ExeuM the Privce and WKstHioEStAMD. 

FaL WeU, 
To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a 

feast. 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. [ExH. 



SCBNS III. 



Another Part 0/* Hotspur's Cainp. 
Flourish of Trumpets and Drmns. 

Enter Hotspur, Earl of Wokchster, Barl op 
Douglas, Sir Richard Vernon, Gentlemen, 
Soldiers, and Standard-bearers. 

Hot, We'll fight with him to-night 
Wor, It may not be. 
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Doug, You give him then advantage^ 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why say you so} looks he not for supply? 

Ver, So do we. 

Hot. His is certain^ ours is doubtful. 

JVor. Good cousin, be advised 3 stir not to-night, 

Ver. Do not^ my lord. 

Doug. You do not counsel well ; 
You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

Ver, Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life. 
And I dare well maintain it with my life. 
If well-respected honour bid me on, 
I hold as little counsel with weak fear 
As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives :— « 
Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle, 
Which of us fears. 

Doug. Yea, or to-^night. 

Ver. Content. 

Hot. To-night, say I. 

Ver, Come, come, it may not be. I wonder mrueh^ 
Being men of such great leading as you are^ 
That you foresee not what impediments , 
Drag back our expedition : certain horse 
Of my cousin Vernon's are not yet come up : 
Your uncle Worcester** horse came but to-day; 
And now their pride and mettle is asleep. 
Their courage, with hard labour, tame and dull^ 
That, not a horse is half the half himself; 

Hot. So are the horses of the enemy 
In general, journey-bated^ and brought low j 
The better part of ours are full of rest. 

IVor. The number of the king exceedeth ouc9: 
For Heaven's sake, cousin, stay till all come in. 

[Trumpet sounds a Parley. 

Enter Sir Walter Blunt and two Gentlemen. 

Blunt. I come with.gracious offers from the king. 
If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect. 
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HoL Welcome^ Sir Walter Blunt > and 'would to 
Heaven, 
You were of our determination ! 
Some of us love you well ; and even those some 
Envy your great deservings, and good name. 
Because you are not of our quality^ 
But stand against us^ like an enemy. 

Blunt. And Heaven defend^ but still I should 
' stand so. 
So long as, out of limit, and true rule, 
You stand against anointed majesty ! 
Butj to my charge.— The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs ; and whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty : If that the king 
Have any way your good deserts forgot,—- . 
Which he confesses to be manifolds- 
He bids you name your griefs; and, with all speed, 
You shall have your desires, with interest ; 
And pardon absolute for yourself, and these. 
Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot. The king is kind -, and, well we know, the 
king 
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 
My father, and my uncle, and myself, 
Did give him that same royalty he wears : 
And, — when he was not six-and-twenty strong. 
Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 
A poor, unminded outlaw, sneaking home. 
My father gave him welcome to the shore : 
And, — when he heard him swear, and vow to Heaven, 
He came but to be Duke of Lancaster, 
My father, in kind heart and pity moved. 
Swore him assistance, and perform'd it too. 
Now, when the lords and barons of the realm. 
Perceived Northumberland did lean to him. 
The more and less came in with cap and knee ; 
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Met him in boroughs^ cities, villages ; 
Laid gifts before him, proffer d him their oaUis, 
Gave him their heirs ; as pages foUow'd him^ 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 
He, presently, — ^as greatness knows itself, — 
Steps me a little higher than his vow, 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor. 
Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg ; 
And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees, 
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth * 
Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over his country^s wrongs ; and by this face. 
This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for. 

Blunt. I came not to hear this. 

Hot, Then to the point.— 
In short time after, he deposed the king ; 
Soon after that, deprived him of his life ; 
And, in the neck of that, task*d the whole state : 
To make that worse, suffered his kinsman March 
(Who is, if every owner were well placed, 
Indeed his king,) to be engaged in Wales, 
There, without ransom, to lie forfeited -, 
Disgraced me in my happy victories'; 
Sought to entrap me by intelligence ; 
Rated my uncle from the council-board -, 
In rage, dismissed my father from the court -, 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong : 
And^ in conclusion, dtove us to seek out 
This head of safety : and, withal, to pry 
Into his title too, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king ? 

Hot, Not so. Sir Walter ; we'll withdraw a while. 
Go to the king ; and let there be impawn*d 

Some surety for a safe return again, 

v2 



t 
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And in the morning early shall my uncle 
Brin^ him our purposes ; and so, farewell. 

Blunt, I would you would accept of grace and 

love. 
Hot. And, may be^ so we shall. 
Blunt, 'Pray Heaven, you do! 

[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums. 
\Exeunt Sir W. Blunt and two Gentlembn^ 
Hotspur, and his Friends, 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

/ 

King Henry's Tent, 

Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, 

Kino Henry, Henry, Prince of Wales, Prince 
John of Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, Sir 
John Falstaff, Gentlemen, and SoLDiBRSy 
discovered. 

K. Hen, How bloodily the sun begins to peer 
Above yon busky hill ! the day looks pale 
At his distemperature. 

P, Hen, The southern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purposes 5 
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And by his hollow whistling in the leaves. 
Foretells a tempest and a blustering day. 

[^ Trumpet sounds a Parley, 

Enter Earl of Worcester and Sir Richard 

Vernon. 

K, Hen. How now, my Lord of Worcester ? 'tis 
not well. 
That you and I should meet upon such tehns 
As now we meet : you have deceived our trust ; 
And made us doff our easy robes of peace. 
To crush our old limbs in ungentle steel ; 
This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What say you to*t } will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war -, 
And move in that obedient orb again. 
Where you did give a fair and natural light. 
And be no more an exhaled meteor, 
A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached mischief to the unborn times ? 

fVor, Hear me, my liege : 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours ; for, I do protest, 
I have not sought the day of this dislike. 

K. Hen. You have not sought it, sir ! how comes 
it, then ? 

Fat. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

P. Hen\ Peace, chewet, peace ! 

fVor. It pleased your majesty, to turn your looks 
Of favour from myself, and all our house ; 
And yet I must remember you, my lord, 
We were the first and dearest of your friends. 
For you, my staff of office did I break 
In Richard's time ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand. 
When yet you were, in place and in account. 
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Nothing 8f>^ationg apfl fortunate as I. 

It was mys^i my brQther> and his son« 

That bfonghj; you hoipe, ap^ boldly did outdare 

The dangers of the time : You swore to us^ 

(And: yon did swear that oath at Doncaster) 

That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state : 

Nor claim i^o further tl^an your new*faU'n- rigl^t^. 

The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancas^r : 

To thi^. lye sware qur aid. But^ in short spaoe^. 

It rsun*4 down fortune showering on ypur head ^ 

And such a flood of greatness fell, on yoK^r— 

What with our help, what wjth the absent, kiiig,-?-* 

You took occasion to be quickly WQp*d. 

To gripe the general siy^y intq your l^^d : 

Forgot your oath to us at Ppncasterj 

And, being fed by u^^ you u^ us so. 

As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo's bird, 

Useth the sparrow : di4 oppress our nest; 

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk^ 

That even our love durst not come near, your sight, 

For fear of swallowing ; but with nipi^le wii\g 

We were enforced, for safety sake, to fly 

Out of your sight, and rai^e this present, head : 

Whereby we stand opposed by such ipeans 

As you yourself have forged against yourself j 

By unkind usage^ dangerous countenance. 

And violation of all faith and troth 

Sworn to us in your younger enterprise. 

K. Hen, These things, indeed, you have, articu- 
lated. 
Proclaimed at market crosses, read in churches ; 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some fine colour that may please the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents. 
Which gape, and rub the elbow^ at the news 
Of hurly-burly innovation : 
And never yet did insurre^ion want. 
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Such water- colours^ to impaint his cause f 
No moody beggars starving for a time 
Of pall-mall havoc aad confusion. 

P. Hen, In both our armies there is tkiany a soul, 
Shall pay full dearly for this encounter^ 
If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew. 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy : By my ^hopes,— 
This present enterprise set Off his head,— - 
I do not think, a braver gentleman. 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive,- 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 
For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry 5 
And so, I hear, he doth account me too : 
Yet this, before my father's majesty, ■ 
I am content, that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation ; 
And will, to save the blood on either side. 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

K. Hen, And, Prince of Wales, so dare we ven- 
tuVe thee 5 
Albeit, considerations infinite 
Do make against it : — ^No, good Worcesteri.no. 
We love our people well 5 even those- we love. 
That are misled upon your cousin's part : 
And, will they take the offer of our grace. 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his : 
So tell your cousin, and. bring me word 
What he will do :— But if he will not yield, 
Hebuke and dread correction wait on us. 
And they shall do their office. So, begone : 
We will not now be troubled with reply : 
We offer fair, take it advisedly. 

[Exeunt Worcester and Vernon, 

P. Hcn^ It will not be accepted, on my life : 
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The Douglas and the Hotspur^ both together^ 
Are confident against the world in arms. 
K, Hen, Hencej therefore^ every leader to his 
charge 5 
For, on their answer^ we will set on them : 
And Heaven befriend i:|s> as our cause is just ! 

[Exeunt the King^ Prince John, Sik W. 
Blunt, Qisntcbmen« and Soldiers. 
' FaL Hal> ?f thou §ee me down in the battle, and. 
bestride me, so 3 'tis a point of friendship. 

P. Hen. Nothing bi^t fi colossus cai> do thee that 
friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewelL 

FaL I wov^ld it were bed-time^ Hal, and all weU. 
P. Hen, Why, thou owest Heaven a death. 

[EsiL 
FaL 'Tia not due yet; I would be lotb to pay him 
before his day. What ne^d I be 9Q forward wi^ bins 
that calls not on me ? Well^ 'tis no matter ; Hoaoiir 
pricks me on. Yea, but how if honour prick me off 
when I come on } How then ? Can honour set-to a 
leg ? No. Or an arm ? No. Or tal^e away the grief 
of a wound ? No. Honour hath qo, skill in surgery 
then } No. What is ho^Qu^ } A word« What (b 
that word> honour ? Air. A trim reckoning I Who 
hathit^ He that died o* Wednesday. Dioth.be feel 
it } No. Doth he hear \% I No^ H it insensible 
then } Yea, to t^ dea^. Byt will it not Uxe with 
the living } Np. Why } Detraction will n.ot suffer 
it : therefore I'll none of it : Honour ia a mete 
scutcheon j and so ^nds, my catechidm. L^^ 
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SCENE ir. 



Hotspur's Camp, 



Enter Earl of Worcester^ and Sir Richard 

Vernon. 

W^dr* O, no 5 my nephew must nbt know, Sir 
Richard, 
The lihetA kind offer of the king. 

Ver. 'Titert best he dfd. 

Wof*. iTieli are We all undone. 
It is ti6t possible, it eannot be. 
The king shotild keep his word in loTing us ; 
He will susipect us still, and find a iixtt^ 
To punish this offence in other fauhs : 
My nephew*8 trespass may be well fbrgot. 
It hath the excuse of youth and h^xtt of blood ; 
Aad all adopted name of privilege,-^ 
A hair-brain'd HotSj^ur, gorerhM hf a spleen :— 
All his offences Kve upon ihy head, 
And oh his fathei^s : we did train htm on ; 
And, his corruption being ta'en from us. 
We, a^ the Sj^ng of all, shall pay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know. 
In any case, the offer of the king. 

Ver. Deliver what you will,-^ni say, 'tis so. 
Here comes your cousin. 

Enter Hotspur, Earl of DbuoLAs, Gentlemen, 

Soldiers. 

- Hot, My uncle is returned : — Deliver up 
My lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle, wimt news ? 
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tf^or. The king will bid you battle presently. 

Doug. Defy him by the Lord of Westmoreland. 

Hot. Lord Douglas^ then go you, and tell him so. 

Doug, Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

lEiii. 

JVor, There is no seeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Did you beg any? Heaven forbid ! 

Wor. I told him gently of our grievances. 
Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, — 
By now forswearing that he is forsworn. 
He calls us, rebels, traitors ; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 
The Prince of Wales stepp'd forth before the king, 
And, nephew, challenged you to single fight. 

Hot. O, 'would the quarrel lay upon our heads; ' 
And that no man might draw short breath to-day. 
But I and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me, 
How show'd his talking? seem*d it in contempt? 

Ver, No, by my soul ;. I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urged more modestly. 
Unless a brother should a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man 5 
Trimm'd up your praises with a princely tongue \ 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle. 
Making you ever better than his praise : 
And, which became him like a prince indeed. 
He made a blushing cital of hinaself 5 
And chid his truant youth with such a grace, 
As if he mastered there a double spirit. 
Of teaching, and of learning, instantly. 
There did he pause : But let me tell the world, — 
If he outlive the envy of this day, 
England did never owe so sweet a hope, 
.So much misconstrued in his wantonness. 

Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies. 
But, be he as he will, vet once ere ni2:ht 
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I will embrace him with a soldier's arm, 
That he shall shrink under my courtesy. 

Enter Eabl o/*Douglas. 

Doug. Arm, gentlemen^ to arms ! for I have thrown 
A braye defiance in King Henry's teeth^ 
And Westmoreland, that was engaged, did bear it. 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 

Hoi, Arm, arm with speed ! — 
O, gentlemen, the time of life is short } 
To spend that shortness basely^ were too long. 
If life did ride upon a dial's point. 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 
An if we live, we live to tread on kings ; 
If die, brave death, when princes die with us ! 

Enter Raby. 

Rab. My lord, prepare^ the king comes on apace.^ 
Hot. 1 thank him, that he cuts me from my tale. 
For I profess not talking ^ — only this, — 
Let each man do his best : and here draw I 
A swordy whose temper I intend to stain 
With the best blood that I can meet withal 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 
Sound all the lofty instruments of war. 
And by that music let us all embrace : 
For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do siich a courtesy. 

|[7%c Drums, Trumpets, Sfc» sound. They em- 
brace. 
Now, — ^Esperanza! — Percy ! — and set on. 

[TrumpetSy Drums, SfC. — Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 



The Field ofBatile, near Shrenoshury, 



Alarums. 



Enter Earl of Douglas and Sir Walter 

Blunt. 

Bhnt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou Grossest me? what honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head ? 

Dovg, Know^ then, my name is Douglas -, 
And I do haunt thee in the battle thus. 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Dou^, The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeness; for, instead of thee. King Harry, 
This sword hath ended him ; so shall it thee. 
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

Blunt, I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot ; 
And thou shalt find a king, that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. 

[Alarums, ^^They fight, — ^Blunt is slain* 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot, O, Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon 

thus, 
I never had triumphed upon a Scot ! 

Doug, All's done, all's won ; here breatbless lies 

the king. 
Hot. Where? 
Dovs, Here, 
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SemblaU^ 

Up, 

Ov 




FaL Thoi^I cmU _^ 

I f ear tiie shot kne ; iKie's M Kocioe^ taK 



there's honour for job : Here^^BOTSButr! 
hot as molten IcaiC — Hcavea keep leadfoot of se! 
I Deed no more wrigkt dttn Bine own ko«el&. — ^I 
have led mj raggnmnffins wkeretkey are fieppcr'd: 
there's not three of mj hnndred and fiftj left aKre; 
and they are finr tke town's CBd|, lo beg dorii^ life. 
But who comes here ? 

Enter HssKT, Fusce of Wai.ks, ^atk kis SKord 

broiau 

P.Hau What, stand'st tboo idle here ! lend me 
thy sword. 
Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofis of vannting enemies. 
Whose deaths are nnrevenged : lend me thy sword. 

Fal. O, Hal, I pr^ythee, give me leave to breathe 
a while. — Turk Gregory never did such deeds in 
arms as I have done this day. I have paid Perey, I 
have made him sure. 

P. Hen. He is, indeed; and living to kill thee.-^ 
I pr'ythee, lend me thy sword. 

FaL Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou gett'st not 
my sword ^ but take my pistol, if thou wiXu 

P. Hen. Give it me : what, is it in the case } 
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Fal. Ay, Hal; 'tis hot, 'tis hot; there's that will 
sack a city. [^The Prince draws out a Battle of Sack* 

P. Hen, What, is it a time to jest and daliy now? 
[The Prince throws it at him, and exit. 

Fal. If Percy be alive, I'll pierce him. If he do 
come in my way, so : if he do not, — if I come in his, 
willingly, let him make a carbonado of me. I like 
not such grinning honour as Sir Walter hath : give 
me life ; which if I can save, so ; if not, honour comes 
unlooked for, and there's an end. ^^Alarums.^^Exit. 



SCENE IV. 



Another Part of the Field of Battle, 



Alarums.'-'Excursions. 



Enter Henry, Prince of Wales, and Hotspur. 

Hot. If I mistake not, thou ai't Harry Monmouth. 
. P. Hen, Thou speak'st as if .1 would deny my 
name. 

Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 

P. Hen. Why then I see 
A very valiant rebel of the name. 
I am the Prince of Wales 3 and think not, Percy, 
To share with me in glory any more : 
Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign. 
Of Harry Percy, and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall it, Harry -, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us; and 'would to Heaven, 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 

P. Hen. I'll make it greater, ere I part from thee; 
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And all the budding honours on thy crest 
1*11 crop^ to make a garland for my head. 
Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

iTheyJight. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fql. WeU said, Hali to it, Hal!— Nay, you shall 
find no boy's play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Earl of Douglas ; he strikes at Falstaff, 
.who Jails, dotott as if he tvere dead.'-^Exit Douglas. 
— Percy is tvounded^ and Jails. 

tlot.O, Harry, thou hast robb'd me of my youth : 
I better brook the loss of brittle life, 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me^ 
They wound my thoughts, worse than thy sWord my 

flesh:— 
O, I could prophesy, 

Bui that the earthy and cold hand of death 
Lies on my tongue : — ^No, Percy, thou art dust, 
And food for [Hotspur dies. 

P. Hen, For worms, brave Percy: Fare thee well, 
great heart ! 
Ill-weaved ambition, how much art thou shrunk! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound} 
But now, two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough : — This earth, that bears thee dead. 
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman. 
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to Heaven! 
Thy ignomy sleep with thee in the grave. 
But not remembered in thy epitaph! — 

IHe sees Falstaff on the Ground. 
^Vhat ! old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh 
. Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell! 
I could have better spared a better man. 
O, I should have a heavy miss of thee. 
If I were much in love with vanity. 

o 2 
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Death has not struck so fjBit a deer to-day; 
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray : — 
Imbowell*d will I see thee by and by^ 
Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. IEjtU. 

Falstaff^ rising slowli/. 

FaL Imbowell'd ! if thou imbowel me to-day^ I'll 
give you leave to powder me, and eat me too, to- 
morrow. 'Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that 
hot termagant Scot had paid me soot and lot too. 
Counterfeit ! I lie, I am no counterfeit : To die, is 
to be a counterfeit^ for he is but the counterfeit of a 
man, who hath not the life of a man : but to coun- 
terfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be no 
counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life 
indeed. The better part of valour is — discretion ; 
in the which better part I have saved my life. I am 
afraid of this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead: 
How if he should counterfeit too, and rise? I am 
afraid he would prove the better counterfeit. There- 
fore 1*11 make him sure : yea, and I'll swear I killed 
him. Why may he not rise as weU as I ? Nothing 
confutes me but eyes, and nobody sees me. There- 
fore, sirrah— [iS^a65 Hotspur.] — with a new wound 
in your thigh, come you along with me. 

ITakes Hotspur on his Bad* 

Enter Henry, Prince of Wales, and Prince 
John of Lancaster. 

P. Hen. Come, brother John, full bravely hast 
thou flesh'd 
Thy maiden sword. 

P. John, But, soft ! whom have we here } 
Did you not teU me, this fat man was dead ? 
P, Hen. I did ; I saw him dead^ breathless and 
bleeding 
On the ground. — 
Art thou alive, or is it fantasy 
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That plays upon our eye-sight? Pr ythee, speak : 
We will not trust our eyes, without our ears : — ^ 
Thou art not what thou seem'st. 

FaL No, that's certain 3 I am not a double man : 
but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I a Jack. There 
is Percy : [TAroto^wg the Body dofvonJ] If your father 
will do me any honour, so 3 if not, let him kill the 
next Percy himself. I look to be either earl or 
duke, I can assure you. 

P. Hen. Why, Percy I killed myself, and*^saw thee 
dead. 

jFo/. Bidst thoti? — Lord, lord, how this world is 
given to lying ! — I grant you I was down, and out of 
breath 5 and so iVas he: but we rose both at an in- 
stant, and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury clock. 
If I may be believed, so^ if not, let then) that should 
reward valour bear the sin upon their own heads. 
1*11 take it upon niy death, I gave him this wound 
in the thigh: if the man were alive and would deny 
it, I would make him eat a piece of my sword. 

P, John. This is the strangest tale that e*er I 
heard. 

P. Hen, This is the strangest fellow, brother John . — 
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back: ' 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
I'll gild it with the happiest terms I have. 

\Trumpets sound a Retreat, 
The trumpet sounds retreat, the day is ours. 
Come, brother, let's to the highest of the field, 
To see what friends are living, who are dead. 

[Exeunt Princes Henry and John. 

FaL ril follow, as they say, for reward. He that; 
rewards me. Heaven reward him ! If I do grow great, 
I'll grow less; for Til purge, and leave sack, and live 
cleanly, as a nobleman should do. 

[^Exit, bearing of Hot stvr'^s Bodt/t 
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SCENE V. 



King Henry*s Tent> 



Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, 

Kino Henry, Henry, Prince of Wales, Prince 
John of Lancaster, Earl of Westmoreland, 
•with Worcester, Vernon, and others. Prisoners; 
Gentlemen, and Soldiers, discovered. 

King H, Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. - 
Ill-spirited Worcester! did we not send grace. 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you? 
And wouldst thou turn our ofifers contrary? 

IVor. What I have done, my safety urged me to; 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

K, Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon 
too; 
Other ofifenders we will pause upon. — 

{^Exeunt Worcester, Vernon, and others, 
guarded. 
How goes the field ? 

P, Hen, The gallant Scot^ Lord Douglas, when 
he saw 
The fortune of the day quite turned from him, 
The noble Percy slain^ and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear, — fled with the rest ; 
And, falling from a hill, he was so bruised, 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is j and I beseech your grace, 
I may dispose of him. 
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K, Htn, With all my heart. 

P. Hen. Then, brother John of Lancaster^ to you 
This honourable bounty shall belong : 
Go to the Douglas^ and deliver liim 
Up to his pleasure^ ransomless and free : 
His valour, shown upon our crests to-day^ 
Has taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
Even in the bosom of our adversaries. 

K. Hen. Then this remains^ — that we divide our 
power.— 
You, son John, and my coul^in Westmoreland^ 
Towards York shall bend you^ with your dearest 

speedy 
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop^ 
WhOy as we hear^ are busily in arms : 
Myself, — and you, son Harry, — will towards Wales, 
To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of March. 
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway. 
Meeting the check of such another day: 
And since this business so far fair is done. 
Let us not leave till all our own be won. 

[Flourish of Trumpets and Drums, — Exeunt. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



It is certain that Dr Young was no enthusiastic 
' admirer of Shakspeare's ** Othello/' — To suppose he 
was, b to accuse him of high presumption in hoping 
toi write a still better play. For that he could take 
tbfe same subject, which an admired author had ufed 
with infinite success, and not hope to transcend him» 
agrees but ill with the ambition of any dramatist, 
much less with that of the aspiring Young. 

** The Revenge" is so excellent a production, that 
the reader will forgive the author's attempt^ and com* 
passionate his failure. In one of his characters, iii« 
deed, he has surpassed the genius ofShakspeare— but 
immorally so— 'he has adorned malice and its kindred 
▼ices with a sentiment appropriate to the rarest vir* 
tue-— scrupulous regard for unblemished honour. 

The high-sounding vengeance, of Zanga charms 
every heart, whilst the malicious purposes of lago fill 
every bosom with abhorrence. 

Another advantage is given to Zanga in his guilt; 
the persons whom he involves in utter ruin claim fiur ' 
less sympathy tlian Shakspeare's OtheUo and Desde- 
mona. Alonzo can excite no interest equal to the 
first, and Leonora sinks even beneath comparison 
before the last. 



Dr Johnson has said, that the inferior characters 
in the tragedy of *^ Othello" would make a very good 
play, were the three superior ones wholly omitted: 
and certainly Cassio, Roderigo, and Amelia, are all 
excellent parts. But, should this method be pursued 
with the tragedy of " The Revenge,** when the best 
were left out, what could be done with the rematoing 
few i Isabella, in particular, is a tool of such insigni- 
ficance in herself, that, till her importance as an in- 
strument is testified, it seems degrading to the pirmid 
mind and acute understanding of the imperious Moor, 
to tlnist his perilous design to a woman's secreqr, 
who gives no one proof to the audience of possetsiiig 
self-restraint peculiar from the rest of her sex^ and 
powerful enough to keep silence. 

Deservedly high as this tragedy must ever ratik 
among English dramas, it is but seldom brought upon 
the stage, and then the actor who performs Zanga 
must be its sole suppbrt This character is of such 
magnitude, and so unprotected by those which sur- 
round him, that few performers will undertake to re- 
present it : a less number still have succeeded in 
braving the danger. Mr Kemble stands foremost 
among those, and draws some splendid audiences 
ev^ry year merely to see him ; though the intervals 
between his cfxitis and entrances are sure to be pass- 
ed in lassitude. 

Br Young has the praise of being an original poet^ 
biit this work cannot be brought as a proaf ; for, be- 
sides its resemblance to the •* Othello" of Shakspeare, 
it is alleged he had also in his view the Abdelazer uf 
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Mrs BetkUf upon which character Zanga is a grand 
laiprove;roent. 

The originality of Young must b0 found in his 
^* Night-Thoughts ;'* those well-known poems that 
apeak contemptuously of a world, which, if his most 
distTnguished biographers can be relied upon, he 
loved as dearly as the gayest libertine. 

It is a reflection more gloomy than the author's 
gloomiest composition, that Young was a man the 
very reverse of him whom the reader of his ** Ni^ht* 
Thoughts-' would suppose the writer to be* 

Dr Edward Young was the son of the Dean of 
Sarum, and born at Upham^ near Winchester, in 
June, 1681. He received his first education in that 
college ; and, at Oxford, took the degree of doctor 
of civil law. 

On quitting the university, where he had given 
testimony of his poetical talents. Young was admit- 
ted into the family of Loriji Exeter, and became the 
tutor of Lord Burleigh, with whom he was lo travel, 
and receive as his recomp^nce an annuity for life. 
But the witty and profligate Duke of Wharton, whe 
at that time rioted in all the vices and follies of Loi^ 
don, allured him, by bis friendship, to yield up this 
honourable engagement, and be a partner with him 
in all his excesses. 

This eminent poet can earner be forgiven his youd^-^ 
ful attachment to the pleasures of the worlds than his 
aged anxiety after its honours. When the duke's 
protection ceased with his exile and death. Young 
took orders, as the only means of subsistence ; and 
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became grave and pdlitica!, as the only means of pre-* 
ferment. He preached excellent sermons on the duty 
of a' ChridtiaDi and Wrote as excellent pamphlets to 
traduce liis neighbour, the Duke of Marlborough; 
When that fteighboUr was out of fkvour with the 
court. 

He was fervent in public worship, both at churck 
and in thte dedications he sent forth with his Various 
Works; wherein he has praised man as he praised 
God; "Arhicfa gives the to the 'stispicion, that he ex- 
pected as valuable' favours' from the ^created as from 
the Crieiator. 

Dr Young was m^ried in 1732 to Lady Elizabeth 
Lee, daughter of the Earl of Lichfield, and the wi- 
(dbW of Colonei Lee. About the year 1740, Lady 
Elizabeth died ; and very shortly after, both a daugh- 
ter t^d had by her first marriage, and that daugliter's 
husband (a son of Lord Palmerston), departed this 
life..:-Melancholy events, which Young has lamented 
in 'striains of pious sorrow in his favourite woilc. 

Kotwithstanding his afflictions, he survived these 
losses five-and-twenty years ; then expired, at the age 
of eighty*four, enjoying his perfect senses to the la^t 
3fn6ment ; and to the last moment he refused to se^ 
hib only child, a son, who, for some youthful offence, 
had been banished his house ; and yet that repentant 
lehild sent earnest supplications for pardon^ ^nd ad- 
mission to bis-father's presence. 
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It is certain that Dr Young was no enthusiastic 
' admirer of Shakspeare's ** Othello/' — To suppose he 
was, is to accuse him of high presumption in hoping 
tei write a still better play. For that he could take 
tb^ same subjects which an admired author had used 
with infinite success, and not hope to transcend him» 
agrees but ill with tlie ambition of any dramatist , 
much less with that of the aspiring Young. 

** The Revenge" is so excellent a production, that 
the reader will forgive the author's attempt, and com* 
passionate his failure* In one of his characters, iii« 
deed, he has surpassed the genius of Shakspeare — but 
immorally so— 'he has adorned malice and its kindred 
vices with a sentiment appropriate to the rarest vir* 
tue— scrupulous regard for unblemished honour. 

The high-sounding vengeance of Zanga charms 
every heart, whilst the malicious purposes of lago fill 
every bosom with abhorrence. 

Another advantage is given to Zanga in his guilt ; 
the persons whom he involves in utter ruin claim fiur ' 
less sympathy than Shakspeare's OtheUo and Desde- 
mona. Alonzo can excite no interest equal to the 
first, and Leonora sinks even beneath comparison 
before the last. 



Dr Johnson has said, that the inferior characters 
in the tragedy of ** Othello" would make a very good 
play, were tlie three superior ones wholly omitted: 
and certainly Cassio, Roderigo, and Amelia, are ail 
excellent parts. But, should this method be pursued 
with the tragedy of " The Revenge," when the best 
were left out, what could be done with the remaining 
few f Isabella, in particular, is a tool of such insigni- 
ficance in herself, that, till her importance as an in- 
strument is testified, it seems degrading to the prmid 
mind and acute understanding of the impmons Moor, 
to trust his perilous design to a woman's secreqr, 
who gives no one proof to the audience of posaetsiiig 
self-restraint peculiar from the rest of her sex^ and 
powerful enough to keep silence. 

Disservedly high as this tragedy must ever ratik 
among English dramas, it is but seldom brought upon 
the stage, and then the actor who performs Zanga 
must be its sole support This character is of such 
magnitude, and so unprotected by those which sur- 
round him, that few pdrformers will undertake to re- 
present it : a less number still have succeeded in 
braving the danger. Mr Kemble stands foremost 
among those, and draws some splendid audiences 
ev^ry year merely to see him ; though the intervals 
between his exits and entrances are sure to be pass- 
ed in lassitude. 

Br Young has the praise of being an original poet, 
biit this work cannot be brought as a proof; for, be- 
sides its resemblance to the •* Othello" of Shakspeare, 
it is alleged he had also in his view the Abdelazer uf 
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Mrs BdiOf upon which character Zanga is a grand 
improve;nient. 

The originality of Young must bp found in his 
^* Night -Thoughts ;" those well-known poems that 
apeak contemptuously of a world, which, if his most 
distTnguished biographers can be relied upon, he 
loved as dearly as the gayest libertine. 

It is a reflection more gloomy than the author's 
gloomiest composition, that Young was a man the 
very reverse of him whom the reader of his ** Ni^ht* 
Thoughts- ' would suppose the writer to be. 

Dr Edward Young was the son of the Dean- of 
Sarum, and bom at Uphamy near Winchester, in 
June, 1681. He received his first education in that 
college; and, at Oxford, took the degree of doctor 
of civil law. 

On quitting the university, where he had given 
testimony of his poetical ts|lents. Young was admit- 
ted into the family of Loriji Exeter, and became the 
tutor of Lord Burleigh, with whom he was lo travel, 
and receive as his recomp^nce an annuity for life. 
But the witty and profligate Duke of Wharton, whe 
at that time rioted in all the vices and follies of Loi^ 
don, allured him, by his fnendship, to yield up this 
honourable engagement, and be a partner with him 
in all his excesses. 

This eminent poet can earner be forgiven hisyoud^-^ 
ful attachment to the pleasures of the world, than hjs 
aged anxiety after its honours. When the duke's 
protection ceased with his exile and death. Young 
took orders, as the only means of subsistence ; and 
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became grave and political^ as the only means of pre- 
ferment. He preached excellent sermons on the duty 
of a' Chridtiani and Wrote as excellent pamphlets to 
traduce liis ndghbeur, the Duke of Marlborough; 
When that fteighboUr was out of fkVour with the 
court. 

He was fervent in public worship, both at churcb 
and in thte dedications he sent forth with his various 
Works; wherein he has praised man as he praised 
God ; Which gives riHe to the 'stispicion, that he ex- 
pected as valuable favours' from the created as from 
theCiiBator. 

Dr Young was mi&rried in 17i32 to Lady Elizabeth 
Lee, daughter of the Earl of Lichfield, and the wi- 
'dbW of Colonel Lee. About the year 1740, Lady 
Elizabeth died ; and very shortly after, both adaugh- 
tei*!^^ had by her first marriage, and that daughter's 
husband (a son of Lord Palmerston), departed this 
life..:-Melancholy events, which Young has liamented 
in 'strains of pious sorrow in his favourite woilc. 

Kotwithstanding his afflictions, he sutvived these 
losses five-and-twenty years ; then expired, at the age 
of eigfaty*four, enjoying his peiiFect senses to the last 
3fn6ment ; and to the last moment he refused to se^ 
hib only child, a son, who, for some youthful offence, 
had been banished his house ; and yet that repentant 
lehild sent earnest supplications for pardon^ and ad- 
Hussion to bis-father's presence. 
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SCENE,^Spam. 



THE 

REVENGE* 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE i. 

Saitlements, mth a Sea Prospectm 
A Stomif mth Thunder and Lightningi 

Enter Zamga. 

Zan. Whether first nature, or long want of pettt^i 
Has wrought my nund to this, I cannot tell ; 
But horrors now are not displeasing to me t [Thunder* 
I like this rocking of the iNittlements. 

Enter Isabella. 

Rage oUf ye winds, burst, clouds, and waters roaf ! 
You bear a just resemblance of my fortune. 
And suit the gloomy habit of my SQul.^— 
Who's there ? My love ! 

ha. Why have you left mj bed ? 
Your absence more affrights me than the storm. 

Zan. The dead alone in sueh a night can rest, 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. I chuse to be alone. 

Isa, 1 know you do, and therefore will not leave 
you; 
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Excuse me, Zanga» therefore dare not leave you. 

ITkunder. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation i 
Something unusual hangs upon your heart. 
And I will know it ; by our loves I will. 
To you I sacrificed my virgin fame ; 
Ask I too much to share in your distress i 

Zan. In tears? Thou fool! then hear me« and be 
plunged 
In helPs abyss, if ever it escape thee. 
To strike thee with astonishment at once» 
I hate Alonzo. First recover that. 
And then thou shalt hear farther* 

Isa. Hate Alonzo ! 
I own, I thought Alonzo most your friend. 
And that be lost the master in that name* 
Zan. Hear then. 'lis twice three years since that 
great man 
(Great let me call him, for he conquered me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in 6ght 
He slew my father, and threw chains o'er me. 
While I, with pious rage, pursued revenge. 
I then was young, he placed me near his person. 
And thought me not dishonoured by his service* 
One day, (may that returning day be night, 
The stain, the curse, of each succeeding year!) 
For something, or for nothing, in his pride 
He struck me. ( While I tell it, do I live ? ) 
He smote me on the cheek I did not stab him, 
For that were poor revenge— —E'er since, his folly 
Has strove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindnesses, and thinks it is forgot* 
Insolent thought! and like a second blow ! 
A£Pronts are innocent, where men are worthless ; 
And such alone can wisely drop revenge. 

Isa. But with more temper, Zanga, tell your story; 
To see your strong emotions startles me. 
Zan> Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 
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Has the dark adder venom ? So have I, 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou shalt feel me ! 
For from that day, that day of my dishonour, 
I from that day have cursed the rising sun. 
Which never fail'd to tell me of my shame. 
I from that day have bless'd the coming nighty 
Which promised to conceal it ! but in vain ; 
The blow retum'd for ever in my dream. 
Yet on I toil*d, and groan'd for an occasion 
Of ample vengeance; none is yet arrived. 
Howe er, at present I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him sore in his ambition^ 
life of his life, and dearer than his soul. 
By nightly march he purposed to surprise 
The Moorish camp ; but I have taken care 
They shall be ready to receive hu favour. 
Failing in this, a cast of utmost moment. 
Would darken aU the conquests he has won. 

lia. Just as I enter'd, an express arrived. 

Zan. To whom ? 

ha* His friend, Don Carlos. 

Zan* Be propitious, 
0, Mahomet, on this important hour. 
And give at length my famish*d soul revenge ! 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's debts, and wisdom to convert 
Others' self-love into our own protection I 
But see, the morning ray breaks in upon us ; 
I'll seek Don CfurlaS| and enquire my fiite* [Excunl, 



\ 
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BOBNE II. 



The Palace. 



Enter Don Carlos and Don Manus£. 

Man. My lord Doq C^flas^ wb^^ bripgs ypu]r ^x? 
pre£8? 

Car. Alonzo's glory, and the Moor's defeat; ^ 
The field is sixewd with fwipe ten thousaQd siaiOi, 
Though he suspects his measures were betroy'd^ 
He'll soon arrive. Oh, how I long (o embr$M;e. 
The first of heroes> apid the best of friends i 
I loved fair Lieonora long before 
The chance of battle gave me to t\i^ JAootB,. 
And while I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 
This great Alonzo^ whom her father honours. 
To be my gentle advocate in bve. 

Man. And what success ^ 

Car. Alas, the cruel mai d. ■ ■ 
Indeed her father, who, though (ligh at court, 
And powerful with the king, h^ wealth at heart 
To Heal bis devastation from the Moors, 
Knowing Pm richly freighted from the ^ast, 
My fleet now sailing in the sight of Spain, 
(Beav'n guard it safe through such a dreadful storm !) 
Caresses me, and urges her to wed* 

Man. Her aged father, see, 
Leads her this way. 

Car, She looks like radiant Truth, 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary Tim e * i* ' 
You to the port with speed, 'tis possible 
Some vessel is arrived. [Exit Man.] Heaven grant it 

^ bring 
Tidings which Carlps may receive with joy : 
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Enter Don Alvarez and Leonora* 

Ah* Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favoi^ 
"With all a parent's soft a^thority^ 
Jknd eatnest counseL 

Car* Angels second you ! 
For all my bliss or misery hangs op it* 

Alv Daughter, the happiness of life depends! 
On our discretion, and a prudent choice ; 
Don Carlos is of ancient^ noble blood, 
And then bis wealth might mend a princess fiMrtime* 
For him the sun is labouring in the mines, 
A ftithful slave, and turning earth to gold. 
)Iis keels sOre freighted with that sacred power 
|iy which even kings and emperors are made* 
Sir, you have my good wishes, and I hope 

[To Carlos. 
My daughter is not indisposed to hear you. [^Eicit* 

Car* Oh, Leonora I why art thou in tears I 
Because I am less wretched than I was ? 
Before your father gave me lefive to woo you, 
Hush'd was your bosom, and your eye serene. 

Leon. Think yen my father too indulgent to me^ 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears ? 
A daughter, sure, may be right dutiful, 
Whose tears alone are free from a restraint* 

Car. Ah, my torn heart ! 

Leon. Regard not me, my lord^ 
I shall obey my father. « 

Car. Disobey him, 
Bather than come thus coldly, than come tl^us 
With absent eyes and alienated mien, 
SuPring address, the victim of my love. 
Love cdls for love* Not all the pride of beauty. 
Those eyes, that tell us what the sun is made of^ 
Those lips, whose touch is to be bought with lifoj 
Those hills of driven snow, which seen art felts 

B 



Dr Johnson has said, that the inferior character 
in the tragedy of *^ Othello" would make a very good 
play, were tlie three superior ones wholly omitted: 
and certunly Cassio» Roderigo, and Amelia, are all 
excellent parts. But, should this method be pursued 
with the tragedy of ^^ The Revenge/' when the best 
were left out, what could be done with the remaining 
few ? Isabella, in particular, is a tool of Such insigoi- 
ficance in herself, that, till her importance as an in- 
strument is testified, it seems degrading to the proud 
mind and acute understanding of the impeiious Moor, : 
to ttust his perilous design to a woman's aecxecjf 
who gives no dne proof to the audience of possessing 
self-restraint peculiar from the rest of her aexi and 
powerful enough to keep silence. 

Dieservedly high as this tragedy must ever ratik 
among English dramas, it is but seldom brought upon 
the stage, and then the actor who performs Zanga 
must be its sole support. This character is of such 
magnitudcf, and so unprotected by those which sur- 
round him, that few performers will undertake to re- 
present it : a less number still have succeeded in 
braving the danger. Mr Kemble stands foremost 
among those^ and draws some splendid audiences 
ev^ry year merely to see him ; though the intervals 
betweetf his exitis and entrances are sure to be pass- 
ed in lassitude. 

Dr Young has the praise of being an original poet, 
biit this work cannot be brought as a proof; for, be- 
sides its resemblance to the •* Othello" of Shakspeare, 
it is alleged he had also in his view the Abdelazer of 
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Mrs Behoi upon which character Zanga is a grand 
improve;roent. 

The originality of Young must b0 found in his 
^* Night •Thoughts ;'' those well-known poems that 
speak contemptuously of a world, which, if his most 
distinguished biographers can be relied upon, he 
loved as dearly as the gayest libertine. 

It is a reflection more gloomy than the author's 
gloomiest composition, that Young was a man the 
very reverse of him whom the reader of his ** Night* 
Thoughts-' would suppose the writer to be« 

Dr Edward Young was the son of the Dean of 
Sarum^ and bom at Uphamt near Winchester, in 
June, 1681. He received his first education in thdt 
college; and» at Oxford, took the degree of doctor 
of civil law. 

On quitting the university, where he had given 
testimony of his poetical talents, Young was admit- 
ted into the family of Lor^ Exeter, and became the 
tutor of Lord Burleigh, with whom he was to travel^ 
and receive as his recompence an annuity for life. 
But the witty and profligate Duke of Wharton, who 
at that time rioted in all the vices and follies of Lon- 
don, allured. him* by his fiiendship, to yield up this 
honourable engagement, and be a partner with him 
in all his excesses. 

This eminent poet can easier be forgiven his youti^» 
ful attachment to the pleasures of the world, than hjs 
aged anxiety after its honours. When the duke's 
protection ceased with his exile and death. Young 
took orders, as the only means of subsiitence ; and 
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became grave and pdliticaly as the only means of pre* 
ferment. He preached excellent sermons on the duty 
oif'a^ Chri6tian| and ^rote as excellent pamphlets to 
traduce his neighbour, the Duke of Marlborough; 
Hrhen that neighbour was out of fkvbur with the 
court. 

He was fervent in public worship, both at chufck 
ftnd in tht^ dedications he sent forth with his Various 
Works; wherein he has prAised man as he praised 
God; "^hich gives rilie to the 'suspicion, that he ex- 
pected as valuable' favours' firom the created as from 
the Citiator. 

Dr Young was ih&rried in 17:32 to Lady Elizabeth 
Lee, daughter of the Earl of Lichfield, and the wi- 
'dbiv of Colonel Lee. About the year 1740, Lady 
Elizabeth died'; and very shortly after, both a daugh- 
ter di^ had by her first marriage, and that daughter's 
husband (a son of Lord Palmerston), departed this 
}ifb.-^Melancholy events^ which Young has lamented 
in 'strains of pious sori'ow in his favourite woilc. 

Notwithstanding his afflictions, he suYvived these 
losses five-and-twenty years ; then expired, at the age 
ef eighty*four, enjoying his perfect senses to the last 
mdment ; and to the last moment he refused to se^ 
his Only child, a son, who, for some youthful offence, 
had been banished his house ; and yet that repentant 
i^iid sient earnest supplications for pardon, ^nd ad- 
mission to bid-father's presence. 
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THE 

REVENGE* 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE t. 

Battlements, mth a Sea Prospectm 
A Storm^ mth Thunder and Ltghiningi 

Enter Zanga. 

Zan, Whether first nature, or long want of peac0| 
Has wrought my mind to this» I cannot tell ; 
But horrors now are not displeasing to me : [Thunder* 
I like this rocking of the Iwittlements. 

Enter Isabella. 

Rage on» ye winds, burst, clouds, and waters roaf ! 
You bear a just resemblance of my fortune. 
And suit the gloomy habit of my SQuL-i— 
Who's there ? My love ! 

Isa. Why have you left my bed ? 
Your absence more affrights me than the storm. 

JiThundet4 

Zan^ The dead alone in sueh a night can rest, 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. I chuse to be alone. 

Isa. 1 know you do, and therefore will not leave 
you; 
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Excuse me, Zanga» therefore dare not leave you. 

ITkunder. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation i 
Something unusual hangs upon your hearty 
And I will know it ; by our loves I will. 
To you I sacrificed my virgin fame ; 
Ask I too much to share in vour distress i 

Zan. In tears? Thou fool! then hear me, and be 
plunged 
In helPs abyss, if ever it escape thee. 
To strike thee with astonishment at once» 
I hate Alonzo. First recover that. 
And then thou shalt hear farther* 

Isa. Hate Alonzo ! 
I own, I thought Alonzo most your friend^ 
And that he lost the master in that name* 
ZoM. Hear then. Tis twice three years since that 
great man 
(Great let me call him, for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in nght 
He slew my father, and threw chains o'er me^ 
While I» with pious rage, pursued revenge. 
I then was young, he placed me near his person^ 
And thought me not dishonoured by his service* 
One day, (may that returning day be night. 
The stain, the curse, of each succeeding year!) 
For something, or for nothing, in his pride 
He struck me. ( While I tell it, do I live P ) 
He smote me on the cheek I did not stab him, 

For that were poor revenge E'er since, his folly 

Has strove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindnesses, and thinks it is forgot* 
Insolent thought ! and like a second blow ! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are worthless ; 
And such alone can wisely drop revenge. 

Is(u But with more temper, Zanga, tell your story; 
To see your strong emotions startles me. 
Zan* Yes, woman, with the temper that befits it. 
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Has the dark adder venom ? So have I, 
When trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou shalt feel me ! 
For from that day, that day of my dishonour^ 
I from that day have cursed the rising sun. 
Which never fiul'd to tell me of my shame. 
I from that day have bless'd the coming nighty 
Which promised to conceal it ! but in vain ; 
The blow retum'd for ever in my dream. 
Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occasion 
Of ample vengeance ; none is yet arrived. 
Howe^r, at present I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him sore in his ambition^ 
Life of his life, and dearer than his soul. 
By nightly march he purposed to surprise 
The Moorish camp ; but I have taken care 
They shall be ready to receive his favour. 
Fsdlins in this, a cast of utmost moment. 
Would darken aU the conquests he has won. 

Jm. Just as I enter'ds an express arrived. 

Zan. To whom ? 

Isa» His friend> Don Carlos. 

Zan» Be propitious, 
0» Mahomet, on this important hour, 
And give at length my famish*d soul revenge ! 
What is revenge, but courage to call in 
Our honour's debts, and wisdom to convert 
Others^ self-love into our own protection ? 
But see, the morning ray breaks in upon us ; 
I'll seek Don CwAWp and enquire my fiite* (Exeuni, 
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80BKB II. 



The Palace* 



Enter Don Carlos and Dok MAinniCr. 

Man. My lord Doa Carlos, wbftt brings youv 
pre£8? 

Car. Alonzo's glory, and the Moor's defe^O; 
The field is strew^ wiUi twice ten thoui^aQd slain^ 
Though he suspects his measures were betray'd. 
He'll soon arrive. Oh» how \ long (o embriK^s. 
The first of heroesi aiid the best of friends 1 
I loved fair Leonora long before 
The change of battle gave me to th(^ }U[oor8». 
And while I groan'd in bondage, 1 deputed 
This great Alonzo, whom her father honours. 
To be my gentle advocate in love. 

Man* And what &;uccess ? 

CkLr. Alas, the cruel mai d. ■ ■ 
Indeed her father, who, though high at court, 
And powerful with the king, h^ wealth at heart 
To heal his devastation irom the Moors, 
Knowing Pm richly freighted from tl^e e^st, 
My fleet now sailing in the sight of Spaia, 
(Beav'n guard it safe through such a dreadful storm !} 
Caresses me, and urges her to wed. 

Man. Her aged father, see, 
Leads her this way. 

Car* She looks like radiant Truth, 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary Tim e * * ■ « 
You to the port with speed, 'tis possible 
Some vessel is arrived. [Exit Man.] Heav'n grant it 

^ bring 
Tidings which Carlps may receive with joy ! 
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Etfter Don Alvarez an^l Leonora* 

jBv» Don Carlos^ I am labouring in your favoitir 
"With all a parent's soft avthority^ 
Jkod earnest counseL 

Cavm Angels second you ! 
For all my bliss or misery hangs op it. 

Ah Daughter, the happiness of life depends 
On our discretion, and a prudent choice ; 
Don Carlos is of ancient^ noble blood, 
And then bis wealth might mend a prince's fortime* 
Tor him the sun is labouring in the mines, 
A fiiithful slave, and turning earth to gold. 
JSjs keels axe freighted with that sacred power 
Jtr which even kings and emperors are made. 
Sir, you have my good wishes, and I hope 

[To Carlos. 
Sdy daughter is not indisposed to hear you. [J&nV.' 

Car* Oh, Leonora ! why art thou in tears ? 
Because I am less wretched than I was ? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Hush'd was your bosom, and your eye serene. 

Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me^ 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears ? 
A daughter, sure, may be right dutiful, 
Whose tears alone are free from a restraint* 

Car. Ah, my torn heart i 

Leon. Regard not me, my lord^ 
I shall obey my father. i 

Car, Disobey him, 
Bather than come thus coldly, than come tl^us 
With absent eyes and alienated mien» 
Suffering address, the victim of my love. 
Love c^ls for love. Not all the pride of beauty. 
Those eyes, that tell us what the sua is made of^ 
Those lips, whose touch is to be bought with lifoj 
Those hilU of driven i^now^ which aecn art felt; 

B 
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All these pofisess'd, are nought, but as they are 
The proof^ the substance of an inward passion. 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

Leon. 1 pray, my lord, no more. 

Car, Must I despair then? l^o not shake me 
thus: 
Heav'ns ! what a proof I gave but two nights past 
Of matchless love ! To fling me at thy feet, 
I slighted friendship, and I flew from fame ; 
Nor heard the summons of the next day's battle: 
Buty darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The promised fight, I lefl Alonzo too* 
To stand the war, and quell a world alone. 

[Drums and TrumpeU, 

Leon. The victor comes. My lord, 1 must with- 
draw. 

Car. And must you go ? 

Leon* Why should you wish me stay ? 
Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to yoo. 
My presence none ; it pains you and myself; 
JPor both our sakes, permit me to withdraw. [EjoL 

[Flourish of Drums and Trun^petu 

Enter Don Alonzo, with Attendants* 

Car. Alonzo ! 

Akn, Carlos I 1 am whole again ; • 

Clasp'd in thy arms, it makes my heart endre. 

Car. Whom dare I thus embrace ? The conqueror 
Of Afric >. 

Alon. Yes, much more — Don Carlos' friend. 
The conquest of the world would cost me dear. 
Should it beget one thought of distance in thee. * 
I rise in virtues to come nearer to thee. 
'Twas Carlos conquered, 'twas his cruel chains 
Inflamed me to a rage unknown till then, 
And threw my former actions far behind. 

Cj9r. I love fair Leonora* How I love her ! 
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Yet Still I find (I know not how it is} 

Another heart, another soul for thee. 

Thy friendship warms, it raises it transports 

Like music, pure the joy, without allay. 

Whose very rapture is tranquillity: 

But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliss, 

Heightened indeed beyond all mortal pleasures ; 

But mingles pangs and madness in the bowl. 

Enter Zanga« 

Zan, Manuel, my lord, returning from the port 
On business both of moment and of haste, 
Humbly begs leave to speak in private with yovu 

Car. In private !— Ha !— -Abnso^ PU return ; 
Mb hyainem can detain me long from thee. [ExiL 

Zm. My lord Alonzo, I obey'd your orders. 

Alon. Will the fair Leonora pass this way ? 

Zan. She will, my lord, and soon. 

Man, Come near me, Zanga; 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
Kever was such a day of triumph known ! 
There's not a wounded captive in my train. 
That slowly followed my proud chariot wheels. 
With half a life, and beggary, and chains. 
But is a god to mc : 1 am most wretched. 
In his captivity, thou know'st, Don Carlos, 
My friend, (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love; 
What did I do ?-— I loved myself. Indeed, 
One thing there is might lessen my offence, 
(If such offence admits of being lessenM) 
1 thought him dead ; for (by what fate I know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 

Zan. Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contrived Uiat evil which has happen'd. 

lAsidem 

Ahn. Yes, cursed of Heaven! Iloved, myself ; and 
now, 
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In a late action> rescued from the Moors, 
I have brought home my rival in my ft'iend. 

Zan. We hear, my lord, that in that actioa too 
Your interposing arm prest^rved his life. 

Alon, It did — with more than the expense cf 
mine ; 
For, O, this day is mentioned for their nuptials. 

Zan. IVfy lord, she comes. 

Ahn. Vl\ take my leave and die. lExiL 

Zan, Hadst vbou a thousand lives, thy death wouU 
please me 
Unhappy fate ! My country orercome ! 
My six years hope of vengeance quite expired l-«-«i^ 
Would nature were — ^I will not fall alone : 
But others' groans shall tell the world my death. 

[Ame^ andaiL 

Enter LsoifORA and Alonko. 

Ahn. When nature ends with anguish like to dd^ 
iSinners shall take their last leave of the sun, 
And«Did his light adieu. [WeefSi, 

Uon. The mighty conqueror 
Dismay'd ! I thought you gave the foe your sorrows 

Aion. O, cruel insult ! are those tears your spoi^ 
Which nothing but a love fbr you could draw ? 
Airi'; \ quell'd, in hope by that to purchase 
Vour leave to sigh unscorn'd; but I complaia &ot; 
Twas but a world, and you arc — Leonora. 

Lffon. That passion which you boast of h jpoitr, 
guilt, 
A treason to your friend. 

Alon» O, Leonora! 
What could I do ? — In duty to my friend, 
I saw you : and to see is to admire* 
For Carlos did I plead, and most sincerely. 
You know I did. I sought but your esteem ; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guUty, 
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Leon. If, from your guSt, none sufier'd but your* 
self. 
It might be so Farewell. [Goings 

Alon* Who suffers with me ? [Takes her karut. 

Leon, Enjoy your ignorance, and let me %q. 

[^Weeps» 

Alon. What mean these tears ? 

Leon. I weep by chance; nor have my tears a 
meaning. 
But, O, when first I saw Alonzo's tears, 
X knew their meaning well ! 

Alon. Heavens ! what is thfs ? 

Leon. Alonzo, pardon nie the injury 
Of loving you. I struggled with my passion. 
And Sniggled long : let that be some excuse. 
You well may wonder dt such words as these ; 
I start at them myself, they fright my nature. 
Great is my faujit ; but blame me not alone ; 
Give him a little blame, who took such pains 
To make me guilty. 
. Ahn. Blame you ! you know I think your love a 

blessing 
Beyond all human blessings ! 'tis the price 
Of sighs and groans, and a whole year of dying. 
But, O, the curse of curses !—»-0, my friend !-.—— 

Leon. Alasl 

Alon. What says my love \ Speak, Leonora. 

Leon* Was it for you, my lord, to be so quick 
In finding out objections to our love ? 
Think you so strong my love, or weak my virtue. 
It was unsafe to leave that part to me I 

Ahn. is not the day then fixed for your espou* 

sals? 
Leon. Indeed my father once had thought tha^^ 
way; 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my hearty 
Long he stood doubtful ; but at last resolved; 
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Your counsely which determines kim in ally . 
Should finish the debate. * 

Aiwu O, agony! 
MuE^t 1 not only lose her, but be made 
Myself the ingtrument ^ Not only die» 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myself? 
Leon^ What, do you tremUe lest you should be 
mine? 
For \«hat else can you tremble i Not for duit 
My father places in your power to alter* 
Alon, What's in my power i O, yes, to stdb ttf 

friend! 
Leon. To stab your friend were bailMWOUS indeed: 
S|>aie him — and nmrder me. 

Alon, First perish alii ' '« 

No, Leonora, I am thine for -ever: 
The groans of friendship shall be heard no mcaeti 
For whatsoever crime 1 can commit, 
I've felt the pangi? already* 

Leon* Hold, Alonzo, 
And hear a maid whom doubly thou hast conquer*! 
I love thy yirlue as I love thy person. 
And 1 adore thee for the pains it gave me; 
But, as I felt the pains, I'll reap the fruit ; 
I'll shme out in my turn, and show the world 
Tliy great example was not lost upon me. 
Thus then i tear me from thy hopes for ever. 
Shall 1 contribute to Alonzo's crimes i 
No, though the life-blood gushes from my heart, 
You shall not be ashamed of Leonora ; 
Nay, never shrink : take back the bright example 
You lately lent ; O, take it while you may. 
While I can give it you, and be immortal I [£ztf* 
Alon, She's gone, and I shall see that face no 
more ; 
But pme in absence, and till death adore. 
When with cold dew my fainting brow is hung. 
And my eyes darken, from my iault'ring ton|^ue 
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Her name will tremble with a feeble moan, 
And Ipye with &te divide my dying groan. 

[Exit, 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 



The Palace. 

^nier Don Mavuel aiid Zanqa; 

Zan. If this be true* I eannot blame your pdn 
For wretched Carlos ; 'tis but human in yoiu 
But when arrived your dismal news ?^ 

MaU' This hour. 

Zan. What, not a vessel saved ? And is Alvarez 
Detennmed to deny his daughter to him? 
That treasure Was oA shore; must that too join 
The common nhrepk? 

MaTL Alvarez pleads, indeed, 
That Leonora's heart is disinclined, 
And pleads that only ; so it was this morkiing, 
When he concurred e the tempest broke thematchii! 
And sunk his favour, when it sunk the gold. 
The love of gold is double in his hearty 
The vice of age and of Alvarez too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it i 

Man, Like a man, 
Whose heart feels most a human heart can feelj 
And reasons best a human heart can reason. 

Zffw, But is he then in absolute dcs^w ', 
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* 

Man, Never to see his Leonora more. 
And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarez 
Urges Alonzo to espouse his daughter 
This veiT day; for he has learnt their loves. 

Zan. Ha! was not that received with ecstacy 
By Don Alonzo ? 

Man. Yes» at first; but soon 
A damp came o'er him, it would kill his friend. 

Zan* Not if his friend consented : and since now 
He can't himself espouse he r 

Man. Yet, to ask it 
Has sometliing shocking to a generous mind ; 
At least, Alonzo's spirit startles at it. 
Bu^ I must leave you. Carlos wants support 
In his severe affliction. [Eaii^ 

Zan. Ha, it dawns !— 
It rises to me like a new-found world 
To mariners long time distressed at sea. 
Sore from a storm, and all their viands spent. 
Hoa, Isabella ! 

Enter Isabella. 

I thought of dying: better things come forward; 
Vengeance is still alive : from her dark covert^ 
With all her snakes erect upon her crest. 
She stalks in view, and fires me with her charms. 
When, Isabella, arrived Don Carlos here ? 

Isa. Two nights ago. 

Zan. That was the very night 
Before the battle^— —Memory, set down that ; 
It has the essence of the crocodile. 
Though yet but in the shell-*-*— I'll give it birth'— ■• 
What time did he return ? 

Ita. At niidnight. 

Zan, So— - 
Say, did he see that night his Leonora ? 

Jsa. No, my good lord. 

Zan. No matter- 
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Go and fetch my tablets hither. [Exii Isabella. 

Two nights ago my father's sacred shade 

Thnce stalk'd around my bed, and smiled upon me ; 

He smiled a joy then little understood—— 

It must be so-^-and if so, it is vengi^ance 

Worth waking of the dead for. 

Enter Isabella tuith the Tablets ; Zanga inritei ; 
then readSf as to himsdf. 

Thus it stands 

The father's fix'd-— — Don Carlos cannot wed- 

Aldnzo may b ut that will hurt his friend- 

Kor can he ask his kav e (mt, if he did. 

He might not gain it — ^It is haird to give 

Our own Consent to ills, though we must bear ibl&au, 

Were it not theil a maiterpiece, worth Idl 

The wisdom I can boast, first to petfiuiade 

Alonzo to' request it of his friend, 

Hii friend to grant, then, from that very grants 

Tlie strongest proof of firiendship man can give^ 

To work out a cause 

Of jealousy, to rack Alonzo's peace ! ^ ■ » 

I have tum'd o'er the catalogue of woeB» 

Which sting the heart of maii^ and find none equal* 

it is the hydra of calamities^ 

The seven-fold death ; th6 jealous are the damn'd. 

/m. Albnzo comes this way^ 

Zam Most cmportunely. 
Withdraw, [E^'Hsabella.] Ye itAtle demonSf 

which reside' 
In courts, and do your work with bows and smites^ 
That little enginery, more mischievous 
Than fleets anid armies, and th^ cannon'i murder. 
Teach me to took a lie ; give me your maze 
Of gloomy thought and intricate design. 
To catch the man I hate, and then devour. 
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£72^^ DoK Alonzo. 

My 1ord> I give you joy. 

AloH^ Of whaty good Zanga ? 

Zan. U not the lovely Leonora yours i 

Ahn, What will become of Carlos I 

Zan. He's your friend ; 
And since he can't espouse the fair himself, - 
Will take some comfort from Alonzo^s fortune. 

AloU' Alasy thou little know'st the force of love! 
Love reigns a sultan with unrivall'd sway ; 
Puts all relations^ friendship's 8elf> to death. 
If once he*s jealous of it I love Carlos ; 
Yet well 1 know what pangs I felt this morning 
At his intended nuptials. For myself 
I then felt pains, which now for him 1 feeL 

j^M. You will not wed her then? 

Alon. Not instandy. 
Insult his broken heart the very momeirt ! 

Zan. I understand you: but you'll wed bereaika'» 
When your friend's gone* and his first pun assuaged 

Alon. Am I to blame in that ? 

Zan. My lord, I love 
Your very errors ; they are bom from virtue. 
Your fHendship (and what nobler passion claims 
The heart?) does lead you blindfold to your ruin. 
Consider, wherefore did Alvarez break 
Don Carlos' match, and wherefore urge Alonzo's ? 
'Twas the same cause, the love of wealth. To« 

morrow 
May see Aionzo in Don Carlos' fortune ; 
A higher bidder is a better friend, 
And there are princes sigh for Leonora. 
When your friend's gone you'll wed ; why^ then the 

cause 
Which gives you Leonora now will cease. 
Carlos has lost her ; should you lose her too. 
Why, then you heap new torments on your friend^ 
By that respect which labour'd to relieve him« 
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*Tis welly he is disturb'd ; it makes him pause. 

[Aside* 

Aloru Think'st thou» my Zanga, should I ask Doo 
Carlos, 
His goodness would consent that I should wed her ? 

Zan, I know it would. 

AUm. But then the cruelty 
To ask it, and for me to ask it of him ! 

Zan, Methinks you are severe upon your friend. 
Who was it gave him liberty aod life ? 

Akm. That is the very reason which forbids it* 
Were I a stranger, I coufd freely speak ; 
In me it 90 resembles a demand, 
Exacting of a debt, it shocks my nature. 

Zan. My lord, you know the sad alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang or not i 
Warmly as vou I wish Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewise Don Aionzo's friend; 
There all the di£R»rence lies between us two. 
In me, my lord, you hear another self; 
And, give me leave to add, a better too, 
Clear'd from those errors, which, though caused by 
virtue, 

Are such as may hereafter give you pain 

Don Lopez of Castile would not demur thus. 

Alon* Perish the name ! What, sacrifice the fair 
To age and ugliness, because set in gold I 
I'll to Don Carlos, if my heart will let me. 
I have not seen him since his sore affliction ; 
But shunned it, as too terrible to bear. 
How shall I bear it now ? I am struck already. 

[Exii. 

Zan. Half of my work is done. I must secure 
Don Carlos, er^ Alonzo speak with him. 

[He gives a message to Manuel, ivho enters; 
and exit Mani^el. 
Proud hated Spain, oft drench'd in Moorish blood I 
Dost thou not ieel a deadly foe within thee ? 
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Shake not thy towers where'er I pass aloDg^ 

Conscious of ruin^ and tlieir great destroyer ? 

Shake to the centre* if Alonzo's dea^* 

Look down, O holy prophet, see me torture 

This Christian dog, this infidel, which daresi 

To smite thy votaries, and spurn thy law ; 

And yet hopes pleasure from two radiant ejesg 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee i 

Shall he enjoy thy paradise below ^ 

Blast the bold thought, and curse hina with ha 

charms ! 
But see, the melancholy lover comes. 

Enter Don Carlos. 

Car. Hope, thou hast told me lies from day to 6mj$ 
For more tuan twenty years ; vile promisor 1 
None here are happy but the very fool. 
Or very wise ; and I wasn't fool enough 
To smile in vanities, and hug a shadow; 
Nor have I wisdom to elaborate 
An artificial happiness from pains : 
Even joys are pains, because they cannot last. 
How many lift the head, look gay, and smile 
Against their consciences ? And this we know. 
Yet knowing, disbelieve, and try again 
^Vhat we have tried, and struggle with conviction. 
Each new experience gives the former credit ; 
And reverend grey threescore is but a voucher. 
That thirty told us true, 

Zan, My noble lord, 
I mourn your fate : but are no hopes surviving ? 

Car. No hopes. Alvarez has a heart of steel; 
'Tis fix'd — 'tis past — ^'tis absolute despair ! 

Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made 
tender, 
r>y your own pains, to feel a friend's 'distress. 

Car. I understand you well. Alonzo loves ; 
I pity him. 



SCEKE I.] THE BEVEKGE* 23 

Zan. I dare be sworn you do ; 
Yet he has other thoughts; 

Car, What can'st thou meau i 

Zan, Indeed he has ; and fears to Qtk a favour 
A stranger from a stranger might request ; 
AVhat costs you nothings yet is all to him : 
l^ay, what indeed will to your glory add. 
For nothing more than wishing your friend welL 

Car, I pray be plain ; his happiness is mine. 

Zan. He loves to death ; but so reveres his&ieod^ 
He can't persuade his heart to wed the m^i^ 
Without your leave, and that he fears to ask. 
Jn perfect tenderness I urged him to it. 
Knowing the deadly sickness of his heart. 
Your overflowing goodness to your friend. 
Your wisdom, and despair yourself to wed her^ 
I wrung" a promise from him he would try ; 
And now 1 come, a mutual friend to both. 
Without his privacy, to let you know it. 
And to prepare you kindlv to receive him. 

Car. Ha ! if he weds, I am undone indeed;. 
Not Don Alvarez' self can then relieve me. 
. Zaii. Alas, my lord, you know his heart is steel ; 
'Tis fix,'d, 'tis past, 'tis absolute despair. 
' Car. O, cruel Heaven ! and is it not enough 
That 1 must never, never see her more ? 
Ask my consent ! — Must I then give her to him ^ 
Lead to his nuptial sheets the blushing maid ? 
Oh ! Leonora ! never, never, never 1 

Zan. A storm of plagues upon him ! he refuses. 

'■ Car. What, wed her ? — and to-day ! 
Zan. To-day, or never. 
To-morrow may some wealthier lover bring. 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you ; 
Then whom shall he condemn for his misfortune i 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love- 
Car. O torment i whither shall I turn i 

c 
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Zan, To peace. 

Car. Which is the way ? 

Zan. His happinefis is your s 
I dare not disbelieve you. 

Car, Kill my friend ! 
Or worse— -—Alas { and can there be a worse i 
A worse there is ; nor can my nature bear it. 

Zan» You have convinced me 'tis a dreadful task. 
I find Alonso's quitting her this morning 
For Carlos' sake, in tenderness to you^ 
Betray'd me to believe it less severe 
Than I perceive it is. 

Car. Thou dost upbraid me. 

Zait. No, my good lord, but since you can't com- 

'Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it ; 
Vov had 1 not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have died as now, but not by your decree. 

Car* By my decree ! do 1 decree his death ? 
I do— ——shall I then lead her to his arms ? 
O, which side shall I take ? Be stabbed, or — stab? 
'Tis equal death 1 a choice of agonies ! 
Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful trial, 
Though but a day ; something, perchance, may hap* 

pen 
To soflen all to friendship and to love. 
Go, stop my friend, let me not see him now ; . 
But save us from an interview of death. 

Zan. My lord, I'm bound in duty to obey you— 
If I not bring him, may Alonzo prosper ! 

[AsidCf and exit. 

Car. What is this world ?— Thy school, O Mi- 
serv ! 
Our only lesson is to learn to sufier; 
And he, who knows not that, was bom for nothing. 
Though deep my pangs and heavy at my heart. 
My comfort is, each moment takes away 
A grain, at least, from the deadi oad that's on me, 

'A 
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And gives a nearer prospect of the grave. 
But put it most severely—— should I live» 

Live long Alas, there is no length in time ! 

Not in thy time, O man ! — What's fourscore years { 
Nay, what, indeed^ the age of time itself» 
Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 
Yet, Leonora^— she can make time long. 
Its nature alter, as she alter'd mine. 
While in the lustre of her charms I lay. 
Whole summer suns roli'd unperceived away; 
I years for days, and days for moments told. 
And was surprised to hear that I grew old. 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain. 
And every moment is an age of pain. 

Enier Zanoa and Don Alonzo.— Zanga siaps 

Don Carlos. 

Zan. Is this Don Carlos ? this the boasted friend i 
How can you turn your back upon his sadness ? 
Look on him, and then leave him If you can. 
Whose sorrows thus depress him ? Not his own : 
This moment he could wed without your leave. 

Car. I cannot yield : nor can I bear his ^eft. 
Alonzo ! [Going to him, and taking hu Hand. 

Ahn. O, Carlos ! 

Car. Pray, forbear. 

Alon. Art thou undone, and shall Alonzo smile f 
Alonzo, who, perhaps, in some degree 
Contributed to cause thy dreadful fate I 
I was deputed guardian of thy love ; 
But, O, i Joved myself! Pour down afflictions 
On this devoted head ; make me your mark ; 
And be the world, by my e3cample, taught 
How sacred it should hold the name ofhriend. 
' Car. You charge yourself unjustly ; 
The crime was name. 
Who placed thee there, where only thou couldst fail. 

Alon. You cast in shades the failure of a friend. 



A&d sofien all ; but think not you deceive me ; 
I know mr guilt, and I implore your pardon, 
At ttip sole glitnvse I can obtain of peace. 
' ■ -Car. ParJon fof him who but tliis morning threw 
Fair LeoQora from his heart, all bathed 
In ceasfleKS tears, and blushing for her love ! 
Yea, 'twaa in thee, through fondness for thy friend, 
, To -but thy bosom against ecstacies; 
For which, while this pulse beats, it beats to thee; 
While thia blood flowe, it flows for my Alonzo, 
And every wish is levell'd at thy joy. 

Zaii. [To Alonzo.] My lord, tny lord, this Is your 

timu to speak. 
dlon. [To Zauqa.] Because he's kind > It diere- 

Do I not see him quite pofsesa'd with anguish. 
And &hall I pour in new i No, fond desire I 
So, love ! onf pang at parting, and farewell. 
I have no other love but Carlos now. 

[Ruti.1 to Carlos. 
Car. Alas I my friendi vriiy «Itib sotifa eager gatf 1 
DoBt preis my hand i 

ijini., If, t^er death, our {bnt» 
Shall be transparent, naked every thougbtf 
And fHenda meet firiends, sod read eadi oAe^i 

hearts, 
llHmIt know one day, tbftt thou mnt betd most dev- 
Farewell 

Car. Alonzo, stay— be cannot medE— [ffoUc iUe. 
Lest it should grieve me — Shall I be outdone. 
And loM in glory, as I lose in love i [AnA> 

I take it mach unkhtdly, my AlonzO, 
You think w) mcatdy of me, not to spsak. 
When well I know yout heart is r)ear to t 



yout h ._.__„ 

Have you forgot how you have bound me to yoa I . 
Your smallest firinulehip's liberty and fife. 
JUm. There* therb it Is, my fiitind, it cuts Me 
■ there. 
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How dreadful Is it to a generous mind 
To asky when sure he cannot be denied ! 

Car. How greatly thought ! In all he towers above 

me. [Asidcm 

Then you confess you would ask something of me i 

Ahn, N09 on my soul. 

Zan. [To Alonzo.] Then lose her* 

Car, Glorious spirit ! 
'Why, what a pang has he run through for this ! 
By Heaven, I envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the most Ulustrious lotf 
Of starting at one action from below. 
And flaming up into consummate greatness i 
Ha I angels strengthen me !-*It shall be so— — « 
My Alonzo ! 

Since thy great soul disdains to make request, 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 

Alon, What means my Carlos i 

Car. Pray, observe me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my heart. 
And, pluc^kin^ up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd my life too, for they were twined together* 
Of that no more — What now does reason bid? 
I cannot wed — Farewell my happiness 1 
But, my soul, with care provide for hers ! 
In life how weak, how helpless is woman 1 
So properly the object of affliction. 
That Heaven is pleased to make distress become her, 
And dresses her most amiably in tears^ 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair. 
Be thou her guardian and thou must be mine ; 
St)ut out the thousand pressing ills of life 
With thy surrounding arms— Do this, and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gavest me, 
As little things, as essays of thy goodness. 
And rudiments of friendship so divine. 

Alon. There is a grandeur in thy goodness to me, 

c2 
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Which, with thy foes, would render thee adored. 
And canst thou, canst thou part with Leonora ? 
Car. 1 do not part with her, I give her thee, 
ifioti. Carlos * — 
But think not words were ever made 
For such occasions. Silence, tears, embraces. 
Are languid eloquence: I'll seek relief 
In absence, from the pain of s6 much goodness. 
There thank the blest above, thy sole superiors. 
Adore, and raise my thoughts of them by thee. 

[Exit, 
Zan. Thus fiir success has crown'd my boldest 
hope. 
My next care is to hasten these^'new nuptials. 
And then my master-works begin to play. 

[Aside^ and exit. 
Car. Too soon thou praisest me. He^s gone, and 
now 
I must unsluice my overburdened heart. 
And let it flow. I would not grieve my friend 
With tears; nor interrupt my great design; 
Great sure as ever human breast durst think of. 
But now my sorrows, long with pain suppress*d, 
Burst their confinement with impetuous sway, 
O'ersweliall bounds, and bear e'en life away: 
So, till the day was won, the Greek renown'd, 
With anguish wore the arrow in his wound. 
Then drew the shaft from out his tortured side> 
Let gush the torrent of his blood; and died. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE U 

Another Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter ZA}i!GA and Isabella. 

Zan. O Joy, thou welcopae stranger ! twice three 
years 
I have not felt thy vital beam ; but now 
It warms my veins, and pkys around my heart. ' 
My Isabella ! 

Isa, What commands my Moor ? . 

Zan, My fair ally, my lovely minister I 
•Twas well Alvarez, by my arts impellM, ^ 
(To pluhge Don Carlos in the last despair, 
And so prevent all future molestation) 
Finish'd the nuptials soon as he resolved them ; 
Tills conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the priest the holy rite performed. 
When I, by sacred inspiration, forged 
That letter, which I trusted to thy hand; 
That letter, which in glowing terms conveys^ 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 
The most profound acknowledgment of heart, 
For wond'rous transports, which he never knew. 
This is a good subservient artifice^ 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 

Isa. I quickly dropp'd it in the bride's apartmentj 
As you commanded. 



32 THE RBVEKGX. [ACT lU. 

2an> With a lucky hand ; 
For soon Alonzo found it ; I observed him 
From out my secret stand. He took it up ; 
But scarce was it unfolded to his sights 
When he, as if an arrow pierced his eye^ 
Started; and trembling dropped it on the ground. 
Pale and aghast a whUe my victim stood. 
Disguised a sigh or two, and puff*d them from him; 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
At first he looked as if he meant to read it ; 
But, check'd by rising fears, he crush'd it thus, 
And thrust it, like an adder, in his bosom. 

Isa. But if he read it not, it cannot sting him, 
At least not mortally. 

Zan. At first 1 thought so ; 
But farther thought informs me otherwise, 
And turns this disappointment to account. 
He more shall credit it, because unseen, * 
(If 'tis unseen) as thou anon may'st find. 

Tsa. That would indeed commend my Zanga*f 
skill. 

Zan. This, Isabella, is Don Carlos' picture ; 
Take it, and so dispose of it, that, found. 
It may rise up a witness of her love ; 
Under her pillo\^, in her cabinet, 
Or elsewhere, as shall best promote our end. 

La. I'll weigh it as its consequence requires, 
Then do my utmost to deserve your smile. [Exit. 

Zan, Is that Alonzo prostrate on the ground ? 

Now he starts up like fiame from sleeping embers, 
And wild distraction glares from eitlter eye; 
If thus a slight surmise can work his soul. 
How will the fulnes:! of the tempest tear him ! 

Enter Don Alonzo. 

Alon. And yet it cannot be 1 am deceived— 

I injure her : she wears the face of Heaven. 
Zan. He doubts. [Ande^ 
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Alon, I dare not look on this again.v 
If the ^rst glance, which gave suspicion only. 
Had such efiect, so smote my heart and brain. 
The certainty would dash me all in, pieces. 
It cannot Ha ! it mubt» it must be true. [Slart. 

Zan. Hold there, and we succeed. — He has des* 
cried me. 
PU seem to go, to make my stay more sure. [Aside 

Alqn. Hold, 2anga, turn. 

Zan. Mvlord! 

Akm* l^ut close the doors. 
That not a spirit find an entrance here. 

Zan. My lordls obcy*d. 

jUon. I see that thou art frighted. 
If thou dost love me, I shall fill diy heart 
With scorpions' stings, 

Zan* If I do love, my lord ? ' 

Ahn. Come near me, letine rest upon thy bosom 
(What pillow like the bosom of a friend ?) 
For I am sick at heart. 

Zan. Speak, sir, O ^peak, 
And take me from the rack. 

Ahn. I am most happy : mine is victory. 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation*s shoot, 
And great men make their fortunes of my smiles* 

curse of curses^! in the lap of blessing 
To be most curst ! My Leonora's false ! 

Zan, Save me, my lord ! 

Alon. My Leonora's false ! [^Gives him the Letter. 

Zan, Then Heaven has lost its image here on earth. 

\JVhile Zanga reads the Letter^ he trembles^ 
and shotios the utmost Concern. 
Alon. Good-nafured man ! he makes my [liains his 

own. 

1 durst not read it ; but I read it now 
In thy concern. ' 

^an. Did you not read it then i 
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Alon. Mine eye just touch'd it^ and could bear no 
more. 

Zan» Thus perish all that gives Alonzo pain ! 

\Teari the Letter, 

Alon, Why didst thou tear it ? 

Zari, Think of it no more. 
Twas your mistake, and groundless are your fears. 

Alon. And didst thou tremble then for my "ii ^takrf 
Or give the whole contents, or^ by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's m danger. [DmtM, 

Zan. Is this Alonzo's language to his 2^ga } 
Draw forth your sword, and find the secret here. ' 
For whose sake is it, think you, I conceal it I 
Wherefore this rage I Because 1 seek your peace F 
I have no interest in suppressing it. 
But what good-natured tesdemess for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will be rent in two. Not mine the fame 
I'hat will be damn'd, though all the world should 
know it. 

Alon. Then my worst fears are true, and life is 
past. 

Zan. What has the rashness of my passion utter'd I 
I know not what' b ut grant I did confess. 
What is a letter I letters may be forged. 
For Heaven^s sweet sake> my lord, lift up your heart. 
Some foe to your repose 

Alon, So Heaven look on me. 
As 1 can't find the man I have offended. 

!ian. Indeed! [ij^it/^.]—— 'Our innocence is not 
our shield : 
They take offence, who have not been ofiended % 
They seek our ruin too, who speak us fair. 
And death is often ambush'd in their smiles. 
We know not whom we liave to fear. 'Tis certain 
A letter may be forged, and, in a point 
Of such a dreadful consequence as this. 
One would rely on nought that might be false- 
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Thinky have you any other cause to doubt her i 
Away, you can find none. Resmne your spirit : 
All's well again. 

Alon. O that it were ! 
J?a». It is ; 
For who would credit that, which credited, 
'Makes hell superfluous by superior pains, 
Without such proofs as eannot be withstood i 
Has she not ever been to virtue trained ? 
Is not her &me as spotless as the sun. 
Her sex's envy, and the boast of Spain ? 

Alon, O, Zanga ! it is that confounds me most,. 
That full in opposition to appearance—— 

Zan, No more, my lord, lor yoiu condemn your* 
self. 
What is absurdity, but to believe 
Against appearance ?-—*- You can't yet, I find. 
Subdue your passion to your better sense ;-— 
And, truth to tell, it does not much displease me. 
'Tis fit our indiscretions should be check'd 
With some degree of pain. 

yllon. What indiscretion ? 

Zan, Come, you must bear to hear your faults 
from me. 
Had you not sent Don Carlos to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul slave, 
Who forged the senseless scroll which gives you pain, 
Had wanted footing for his villainy. 

Aloiu I sent him not. 

Zan» Not ^nd him ! — Ha!-*-That strikes me. 
I thought he came on message to the king. 
Is there another cause could justify 
His shunning danger, and the promised fig^ht i 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 
So long in absence, and impatient love — >- 

Alon, In wy contusion, that had quite escaped me. 
^18 clear as day— for Carlos is so orave. 
He lives not but on famei he hunts fot danger^ 
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And is enamour'd of the face of dealh* 

How then could he decline the next day's battle. 

But for the transports Oh, it must be so ! 

Inhuman! by the lobS of his own honour. 
To buv the ruin of his friend ! 

Zan» You wrong him ; 
He khew not of your love. • 

Alon. Ha! 

Zan. That stings home. TAath* 

Alon Indeed, he knew not of my treadieroiis 
love — ^ 
Proofs rise on proofs, and still the last tlie strongest 
Th' eternal law of things declares it true. 
Which calls for judgment on distinguished guilt. 
And loves to make our crime our punishment. 
Love is my torture, love was first my crime ; 
For she was his, my friend's, and he (O horror!) 
Confided all in me. O, sacred faith ! 
How dearly I abide thy violation I 

Zan* Were then their loves far gone ? 

Alon* The father's will 
There bore a total sway ; and he, as soon 
As news arrived that Carlos' fleet was seen 
From off our coast, fired with the love of gold. 
Determined) that the very sun which saw 
Carlos' return, should see his daughter wed. 

Zan. Indeed, my lord ? then you must pardon me. 
If 1 presume to mitigate the crime. 
Consider, strong allurements soflen guilt ; 
Long was his absence, ardent was his love. 
At midnight his return, the next day destinedl 
For his espousals — ^^twas a strong temptation* . 

Alon, 1 empiation I 

Zati' 'I'was but gaining of one night ! 

Alon. One night ! 

Zan, That crime could ne'er return again* 

Alon, Again! By Heaven thou dost insult thy 
lord. 
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Temptation ! One night gain'd ! O stings and death! 
And am I then undone f Alas, my Zanga 1 
And dost thou own it too ? Deny it stilly 
And rescue me one moment from distraction* 
Zan. My lord* I hope the best. 
Ahn, False, foolish hope. 
And insolent to me ! thou know'st it false ; 
It is as glaring as the noontide sun. 
Devil ! — This morning> after three years coldness. 
To riish at once into a passion for me ! 
'Twas time to feign, 'twas time to get ^nother^ 
When her first fool was sated with her beauties. 
Zan. What says my lord ? Did Leonora then 
Never before disclose her passion for you ? 
Ahn, Never. 

Zan. Throughout the whole three years ? 
Alon. O never ! never ! 
Why, Zanga, shouldst thou strive ? Tis all in vain : 
Though thy soul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah ! I'm plunging down 
Ten thousand thousand fathoms in despair. 
Zan, Hol^, sir, Til break your fall— Waive ev'ry 
fear, 
And be a man again — Had he enjoy'd her. 
Be most assured, he had resigned her to you 
With less reluctance. 

Alon, Ha ! Resign her to me ! 

Resign her ! — Who resign'd her ? — Double death 1 
How could I doubt so long ? My heart is broke* 
First love her to distraction ! then resign her ! 
Zan,' But was it not with utmost agony ? 
Alon* Grant that, he still resign'd her; diat's 
enough. 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me ? 
Tear out his heart ? &he was his heart no more— - 
Nor was it with reluctance he resign'd her; 
By Heav'n, he ask'd, he courted me to wed. 
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I thought it strange ; ^tis now no longer to. 

Zan. Was't his request? Are you right sure of 
that? 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 

Alon. A tale ! There's proof equivalent to sight. 

Zan. I should distrust my sight oa this occasion. 

Ahn. And so should I; by Heaven, I think I 
should. 
What 1 Leonora, the divine, by whom 
We guessed at angels ! Oh ! I'm all confusion ! 

Zan. You now are too much ruffled to think 
dearly. 
Since bliss and horror, life and death hang on it, 
Go to your chamber, there maturely weigh 
Each circumstance ; consider, above all. 
That it is jealousy's peculiar nature 
To swell small things to great ; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much, and then to lose its reason 
Amid tlie hideous phantoms it has form'd. 

AlcMu Had I ten thousand lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceived. I fear 'tis doomsday with me. 
And yet she seem'd so pure, that I thought Heaven 
Borrow'd her form for Virtue's self to wear. 
To gain her lovers with the sons of men. 
O Leonora! Leonora! [Exit 

Enter Isabella. 

Zan* Thus far it works auspiciously. My pa- 
tient 
Thrives underneath my hand in misery. 
He's gone to think ; that is, to be distracted. 

Isa, I overheard your conference, and saw you. 
To my amazement, tear the letter. 

Zan, There, 
There, Isabella, I outdid myself. 
For, tearing it, I not secure it only 
In its first force, but superadd a new. 
For afler tearing it, as loth to show 
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The foul contents^ if I should swear it now 
A forgery, my lord would disbelieve me^ 
Nay, more> would disbelieve the more I swore. 
But is the picture happily disposed of? 

Isa, It is. 

Zan. That's well! [£a;2^ Isabella.] Ah! what is 
well I O pang to think ! 
O dire necessity ! is this my province ? 
Whither, my soul ! ah ! whither art thou sunk 
Beneath thy sphere ? 

Does this become a soldier ? This become 
Whom armies follow'd, and a people loved ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought. 
But great my end ; and since there are no other. 
These means are just, they shine with borrow'd light. 
Illustrious from the purpose they pursue. 

And greater sure my merit,, who, to gain 

A point sublime, can such a task sustain : 

To wade through ways obscene, my honour bend, 

And shock my nature, to attain my end. 

Late time shall wonder ; that my joys will raise, 

For wonder is involuntary praise. [Exif. 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



Another Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Don Alomzo and Zanga. 

Ahn. Ohy what a pain to think ! when every 
thought. 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs. 
And reason knits th' inextricable toil. 
In which herself is taken ! 
No more I'll bear this battle of the mind. 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife. 
And to her trembling heart presenting death. 
Force all the secret from her. 

Zan. O, forbear ! 
Vou totter on the very brink of ruin. 

Alon. What dost thou mean i 

Zan, That will discover all, 
And kill my hopes. What can I think or do ? 

[Aside, 

Alon, What dost thou murmur ? 

Zan, Force the secret from her ? 
What's perjury to such a crime as this ? 
Will she confess it then ? O, groundless hope 
But rest assured, she'll make this accusation. 
Or false or true, your ruin with the king; 
Such is her father's power. 
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Ahn. No more, I care not ; 
Rather than groan beneath this load, PU die. 

Zan. But for what better will you change this 
load? 
Grant you should know it, would not that be worse ? 
AUm, No, it would cure me of mymortal pangs : 
By hatred and contempt I should despise her. 
And all my love- bred agonies would vanish. 
Zan. Ah ! were I sure of that, my lord— - 
Ahn, What then? 

Zan. You should not hazard life to gain the se- 
cret. 
Alon, What dost thou mean i Thou know'st Pm 
on the rack. 
Pll not be play'd with; speak, if thou hast aught, 
Or I this instant fly to Leonora. 

Zan. That is, to death. My lord* I am not yet 
Quite so far gone in guilt to suffer it> 
Tho'gone too far, Heaven knows — 'Tis I am guilty— 
I have ta'en pains, as you, I know, observed, 
To hinder you from diving in the secret. 
And turn'd aside your thoughts from the detection. 
Alon. Thou dost confound mci 
Zan. I confound myself. 
And frankly own it, though to my shame I own it : 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The secret out, and made me own my crime. 
Alon. Speak quickly; Zanga, speak. 
Zan. Not yet, dread sir : 
First, I must be convinced, that, if you find 
The fair one guilty, scorn, as you assured me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your soul. 
Alon. O Hwill, by Heaven. 
Zan. Alas ! I fear it much, 
And scarce can hope so far ; but I ef this 
Exact your solemn oath, that you'll abstain 
From all self-violence, and save my lord. 
Ahn* I trebly swear. 

S2 
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Zan, You'll bear it like a man ? 

Alon. A god. 

Zan. Such have you been to me, these tears con- 
fess it. 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindness dn me : 
And what amends is now within my power. 
But to confess, expose myself to justice. 
And as a blessing claim my punishment. 
Know then, Don Carlos 

Alon. Oh! 

Zan. You cannot bear it. 

Ahn» Go on, I'll have it, though it blast man* 
kind; 
I'll have it all, and instantly. Go on. 

Zan, Don Carlos did return at dead of night— - 

ErUer Leonora. 

Leon. My Lord Alonzo, you are absent from us, 
And quite undo our joy. 

Alon. I'll come, my love : 
Be not our friends deserted by us both^ 
I'll follow you this moment. 

Leon. My good lord, 
J do observe severity of thought 
Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors ? 

Alon. No, my delight. 

Leon. What then employed your mind ? 

Alon. Thou, love, and only thou ; so Heaven be- 
friend me. 
As other thought can find no entrance here. 

Leon. How good in you, my lord, whom nations' 
cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obe3rs, 
To drop one thought on me ! 

[He shotvs the utmost impatience. 

A.^«, Know then, to thy comfort. 
Thou hast me all, my throbbing heart is full 
With thee alone, I've thought of nothing else ; 
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Nor shally I from my soul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expect thee. 

Leon* I obey. [ExU. 

Alon. Is that the face of cursed hypocrisy? 
If she is guilty, stars are made of darkness. 
And beauty shall no more belong to Heaven. 
Don Carlos did return at dead of nigh t 
Proceed, good Zanga, so thy tale began. 

Zan, Don Carlos did return at dead of night; 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did I 
Command the watch that guards the palace gate. 
He told me he had letters for the king, 
Dispatched from you. 

Alon, The villain lied ! 

Zaru My lord, 

I pray, forbear Transported at his sight, 

Alter so long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could suspect him of an artifice ?) 
No farther I enquired, but let him pass, 
False to my trust, at least imprudent in it. 
Our watch relieved, I went into the garden. 
As is my custom when the night's serene. 
And took a moon^-light walk ; when soon I he^rd 
A rustling in an arbour that was near me. 
I saw two lovers in each ether's arms. 
Embracing and embraced. Anon the man 
Arose, and, falling back some paces from her, 
Gazed ardently awhile, then rush'd at once. 
And throwing all himself into her bosom. 
There soflly sighed, '* O, night of ecstacy ! 
When shall we meet again l^ — ^Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 

Alon, Oh ! O, my heart ! [He sinks into a chair. 
Zan, Groan on, and with the sound refresh my 
soul ! 
'Tis through his brain, his eyeballs roll in anguish. 

[Aside, 
yiy lord, my lord, why will you rack me thus I 

6 
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Speak to me, let me know that you still live. 
I'm your own Zanga, 

So loved, so cherwdy and so faithful to you. ■ 
Rise, sir, for honour's sake. Why should the Moors, 
Why should the vanquished triumph ? 

AlotL Oh, she was all 1—.^ 
My fame, my friendship, and my love of arms. 
All stoop'd to her, my blood was her possession. 
Deep in the secret foldings of my heart 
She lived with life, and far the dearer she. 
To think on't is the torment of the damn'd ; 
And not ta think en't is impossible. 
How fair the cheek, that firs| alarm'd my soul ! 
How bright the eye that set U in a flame ! 
How soft the breast, on which I laid my peace 
For years to slumber, unawaked by care ! 
How fierce the transport ! how sublime the bliss ! 
How deep, how black, the horror and despair ! 
Zan^ You said you'd bear it like a man. 
Alon» I do. 
Am I not most distracted ? 
Zan. Pray, be calm. 

Alon. As hurricanes : — be thou assured of that. 
Zan. Is this the wise Alonzo ? 
Alon, Villain, no I 
He died in the arbour — he was murdered there ! 
I am his demon though— »— My wife i — my wife !— 
Zan. He weeps,— -he weeps i [Aside. 

Alon, O villain, villain, most accursed ! 
If thou didst know it, why didst let me wed ? 

Zan. Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate. 
I knew it not :— I saw them in the garden ; 
But saw no more than you might well expect 
To see in lovers destined for each other. 
Who could suspect fair Leonora's virtue. 
Till after-proofs conspired to blacken it ? 

Sad proofs, which came too latCi which broke not 

OUty 
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(Eternal curses on Alvarez' haste!) 
rill holy rites had made the wanton yours ; 
And ihen> 1 own, I laboured to conceal it, 
[n duty^ and compassion to your peace. 
Alon. Live now, be damn'd hereafter— for I want 
thee. 
'* O, night of ecstacy !" — Ha ! was't not so ? 
[ will enjoy this murder ^t^-^Let me think 
The jasmine bower — *tis secret and remote ; 
Gro wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 

\Exit Zanga. 
How the sweet sound still sings within my ear! 
^* When shall we meet again ?"— Te-night| in heU. 

Enter Leonora. 

Ha ! I'm surprised 1 I stagger at her charms ! 

Leon^ My lord, excuse me ; see/ a second time 
I come in embassy from all your friends. 
Whose joys are languid, uninspired by you. 

Alon, This moment, Leonora, I was coming 

To thee, and all but sure, or I mistake, 

Or thou canst well inspire my friends with joy. Oh ! 

Leon. Why sighs my lord I 

Alon. I sighM not, Leonora. 

Leon. 1 thought you did; your sighs are mine, 
ray lord, 
And I shall fecd^them all. 

Alon. Dost flatter me ? 

Leon. If my regards for you are flattery. 
Full for, indeed, I stretched the compliment 
In this day's solemn rite. 

Alon. What rite ? 

Leon. You sport me. 

Ahn. Indeed I do ; my heart is full of mirth. 

Le(^ And so is mine 1 look on cheerfulness, 

As on ihe health of virtue. 

Alon. Virtue! Damn 

Leon. What says my lord ? 
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Alon. Thou art exceeding fair. 

Leon. Beauty alone is but of little worth ; 
But when the soul and body of a piece 
Both shine alike, then they obtain a price^ 
And are a fit reward for gallant actions. 
Heaven's pay on earth for such great souls as 

yours ; — 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. 

Alon. Innocent!^ \^Asid€* 

Leon* How — My lord, I interrupt you. 
- Alan, No, my best life, I must not part with thee \ 

This hand is mine O, what a hand is here i 

So soft, souls sink into it, and are lost ! 

Leon* In tears, my lord ? 

Alon. What less can speak my joy ! 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks ror ever. 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes : 
And I could snatch a flaming thunderbolt;. 
And hurl destruction— -.^ 

Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondness of your nuptial hour ? 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it denied me ? 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to shun me ? 
Acquaint me with the secret of your heart. 
That heart which I have purchased with my own 1 
Lay it before me then ; it is my due. 
Unkind Alonzo ! though I might demand it, 
\ Behold I kneel ! See, Leonora koeeL ! 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day, 
And deigns to be a beggar for her own ! 

[Takes his Hand. 
Speak then, I charge you speak, or I expire, 
And load you with ray death. My lord — my lord ! 
Alon. Ha! ha! ha! 
[He breaks Jrom her, and she sinks upon the Floor* 

Leon* Are these the joys which fondly I con- 
ceived ? 
And is it thus a wedded life begini ? 
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What did I part with, when I gave my heart > 

The maid, that loves. 

Goes out to sea upon a shattered plank, 

And puts her trust in miracles for safety. [Rises. 

Where shall I sigh i — ^where pour out my complaints ? 

He that should hear, should succour, should redress, 

He is the source of all. 

Alon, Go to thy chamber ; 
I soon will follow ; that, which now disturbs thee. 
Shall be cleared up, and thou shalt not condemn me. 

[Exit Leon. 
O, how like innocence she looks !•— What, stab her ! 
And rush into her blood ! ■! never can ! 
Mine is the guilt— >mine — to supplant my friends- 
How then ? Why thus no more ; it is determined. 

Enter Zanga. 

Zan. I fear his heart has faiPd him. She must 
die. 
Can I not rouse the snake that's in his bosom, 
To stiog our human nature, and effect it ? \^Aside, 

Alon, This vast and solid earth, that blazing sun. 
Those skies, through which it rolls, must all have end. 
What then is man ? the smallest part of nothing. 
Day buries day, month month, and year the year. 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths ; 
Can then death's self be fear'd ? our life much rather. 
Life is the desert, life the solitude. 
Death joins us to the great majority : 
'Tis to be borne to Platos, and to Caesars ; 
*Ti8 to be great for ever ; 
'Tis pleasure, 'tis ambition then to die. 

Zan. I think, my lord, you talked of death. 

Alon, I did. 

Z^n. I give you joy, then Leonora's dead. 

Alon. No, Zanga, the greatest guilt is mine, 
Who might have mark'd his tameness to resign her 
V/ho might have mark'd her sudden turn of love : 
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These, and a thousand tokens more ; and yet, — 
For which the saints absolve my sod>— did wed ! 

2kin. Whither tends this ? 

Alon. To shed a woman's blood 
Would stain my sword, and make my wars inglo- 
rious; 
But just resentment to myiself, bears in it 
A stamp of greatness above vulgar minds. 
He, who, superior to the checks of nature. 
Dares make his life the victim of his reason. 
Does in some sort that reason deify, 
And take a flight at heaven. 

Zan. Alas, my lord, 
'Tis not your reason, but her beauty finds 
' Those arguments, and throws you on your sword* 
You cannot close an eye, that is so bright. 
You cannot strike a breast, that is so soft. 
That has ten thousand ecstacies in store 
For Carlos No, my lord, I mean for you. 

Alon. O, through my heart and marrow ! Pr'ythec 
spare me : 
Nor more upbraid the weakness of thy lord. 
I own, I tried, I quarreliM with my heart. 
And push'4 it on, and bid it give her death ; 
But, oh, her eyes struck first, and murder'd me. 

Zan. I know not what to answer to ray lord. 
Men are but men. 

Farewell, then, my best lord, since you must die! 
Oh, that I were to share your monument. 
And in eternal darkness close these eyes. 
Against those scenes, which I am doom'd to suffer ! 

Alon, What dost thou mean f 

Zan* And is it then unknown ? 
Ob, grief of heart, to think that you should ask it ! 
Sure you distrust that ardent love I bear you. 

Else could you doubt, when you are laid in dust 

But it will cut my poor heart through and through. 
To see those revel on your sacred tomb, 
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Who brought you thither by their lawless loves. 

For there they'll revel, and exult to find 

Him sleep so fast, who else might mar their joys. 

Alon. Distraction! But, Don Carlos, weU thou 

know'st. 
Is sheathed in steel, and bent on other thoughts. 

Zan. Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, 
While her last kiss still glows upon his cheek. 
But when he finds Alonzo is no more, 
How wiir he rush like lightning to her arms ! 
There sigh, there languish, there pour out his soul ; 

But not in grief sad obsequies to thee ! 

But thou wilt be at peace, nor see, nor hear 
The burning kiss, the sigh of ecstacy. 
Their throbbing hearts that jostle one another : 
Thank Heaven, these torments will be all my own. 

Alon, I'll ease thee of that pain. Let Carlos die» 
Overtake him on the road, and see it done. 
'Tis my command. [Gives his Signet. 

Zan. I dare not disobey^ 

Alon, My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 

Zan. Ah, sir ! think, think agam. Are all men 
buried 
In Carlos' grave ? You know not womankind. 
When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 
The modest zone, with which it was first tied, 
Each man she meets will be a Carlos to her. 

Alon, That thought has more of hell than had the 
former; 
Another, and another, and another ! 
And each shall cast a smile upon my tomb. 
I am convinced ; I must not, will not die. 

Zanm You cannot die ; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains ? In nature no third way. 
But to forget, and so to love again. 
* Alon, Oh ! 

Zan. If you forgive, the world will call you good; 
If you forget, the world will call you wise ; 
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If yon receive her to your grace again. 
The world will call you very, very kind* 

Alon, Zanga, I understand thee welL She dies ; 
Though my arm trembles at the stroke, she diei. 

ZtzTi. That's truly great. What think you 'twas set 
up 
The Greek and Roman name in such a lustre. 
But doing right, in stern despite to Nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries. 
When great, august, and godlike justice call'd i 
At Aulis, one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more glory than by all his wars ; 
Another slew a sister in just rage ; 
A third, the theme of all succeeding times. 
Gave to the cruel axe a darling son. 
Nay more, for justice some devote themselves. 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name ! 
Yet there is one step left above them all. 
Above their history, above their fable, 
A wife, bride, mistress, unenjoy'd— -— do that. 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 

Alon. 'Tis done !-»Again new transports fire my 
brain : 
I had forgot it, 'tis my bridal night. 
Friend, give me joy, we must be gay together; 
See that the festival be duly honoured. 

And when with garlands the full bowl is crowned. 
And music gives the elevating sound. 
And golden carpets spread the sacred floor. 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour. 
Thou, Zanga, thou my solemn friends invite. 
From the dark realms of everlasting night; 
Call Vengeance, call the Furies, call Despair, 
And Death, our chief-invited guest, be there ; 
He, with pale hand, shall lead the bride, and spread 
Eternal curtains round her nuptial bed. [Exeunt. 
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ACT THE FIFPH. 



SCENE I* 



Another Apartment in the Palace 



Enter Zahga and Alonzo. 

Alen. Is Carlos tnurder'di 

Zan. I obeyM your order. 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road : 
He fought as he was won't, and four he slew. 
Then sunk beneath an hundred wounds to death. 
His last breath blest Alonzo, and desired 
His bones might rest near yours. 

Alon. O Zanga, Zanga ! 
But PU not think : 
It is a day of darkness. 
Of contradictions, and of many deaths. 
Where's Leonora then ? Quick, answer me : 
I'm deep in horrors, I'll be deeper still. 
I find thy artifice did take effect, 
And she forgives my late deportment to her. * * 

Zan, I told her, from your childhood you were 
wont. 
On any great surprise^ but chiefly then, 
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When cause of sorrow bore it company, 

To haye your passion shake the seat of reason ; 

A momentary ill, which soon blew o'er. 

Then did I tell her of Don Carlos* death, 

(Wisely suppressing by what means h# fell) 

And laid the blame on that. At first she doubted ; 

But such the honest artifice I used, 

That she, at length, was fully satisfied. 

But what design you, sir, and how ? 

Ahn. I'll tell thee. 
Thus Pve ordain'd it. In the jaSmine bower, 
The place which she dishonour'd with her guilt. 
There will I meet her ; the appointment's made ; 
An(i calmly spread (for I can do it now) 
The blackness of her crime before her sights 
And then with all the cool solemnity 
Of public justice, give her to the grave. \_ExU^ 

Zan, Why get thee gone ! horror and night go with 
thee. 
Sisters of Acheron, go hand in hand ; 
Go dance around the bower, and close them in ; 
And tell them, that 1 &ent you to salute them. 
Profane the ground, and for the ambrosial rose^ 
And breath of jasmine, let kemlock blacken. 
And deadly oightsliade poison all the air. 
For the sweet nightingale may ravens croak. 
Toads pant, and adders rustle through the leaves ; 
May serpents, winding up the trees, let fall 
Their hissmg necks upon them from above. 
And mingle kisses-^such as I should give them ! 

[Exit. 
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SCENE II« 



The JSotv^r.— Leonora sleeping* 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alon* Ye amaranths ! ye roses, like the morn ! 
Sweet myrtleSy and ye golden orange groves ! 
Are ye not blasted as 1 enter in ; 
Joy-giving, love-inspiring, holy bower ! 
Know, in thy fragrant bosom thou receivest 

A murderer I ' [ He advances.] Ha ! she slecpc 

The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 
Then take, my longing eyes, your last full gaze. 
Ob, what a sight is here ! how dreadful fair ! 
Who would not think that being innocent ^ 
Oh, my distracted heart! — Oh, cruel Heaven ! 
To give such charms as these, and then call man. 
Mere man, to be your executioner ! 
But see, she smiles ! I never shall smile more. 
It strongly tempts me to a parting kiss. 

[Goingf he starts bach 
Ha ! smile again ? She dreams of him she loves. 
Curse on her charms ! Pll stab her through them all. 

[As he is going to strike, she toakes, 

Leon, My lord, your stay was long, and yonder lull 
Of falling waters tempted me to rest. 
Dispirited with noon's excessive heat. 

Alon. Ye powers! with what an e3'e she mends the 
day! 
While they were closed I should have given the blow. 

[Aside, 

Leon* What sa^s my lord ? 

Alon* Why, this Alonzo says ; 

£2 
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If love were endless, men were gods ; 'tis that 
Does counterbalance travel, danger, pain 
'Tis Heaven's expedient to make mortals bear 
The light, and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 

Leon. Alas, my lord ! why talk you of the grave i 
Your friend is dead : in friendship you sustain 
A mighty loss; repair it with my love. 

Aion. Thy love, thou piece of witchcraft ! I would 
say. 
Thou brightest angel ! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadst thou this ? enchantress, tell me where^ 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain ? 
But, Oh, those eyes ! those murderers ! Ob, whence, 
Whence didst thou steal their burning orbs ? From 

heaven? 
Thou didst : and 'tis religion to adore them. 

Leon* My best Alonzo, moderate your thoughts. 
Extremes still fright me, though of love itself. 

Alon. Extremes indeed ! it hurried ine away ; 
But 1 come home again — and now for justice 

And now for death It is impossible 

[Draws his Dagger, 
I leave her to just Heaven. 

{Drops the Dagger ^ and exit, 

Leon, Ha ! a dagger ! 

Enter Zanga. 

Zan, Wither his hand, that held the steel in vain ! 
That dagger found will cause her to enquire,*— 
What can be done ? That's something still. If not, 
'Tis all I can ; it shall be so. [Aside* 

Leon* O, Zanga, I am sinking in my fears ! 
Alonzo dropp'd this dagger as he left me, 
And left me in a strange disorder too. 
What can this mean ? Angels preserve his life ! 

Zan, Yours, madam, yours. 

Leon, What^ Zapga, dost thou say I 
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Zan. Carry you goodness, then, to such extremes, 
So blinded to the faults of him you love. 
That you perpeive not he is jealous i 

Leon, Heav'ns! 
And yet a thousand things recur that swear it. 
Jealous! it sickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungen'rous, groundless, weak, and insolent ! 
Why I wherefore ? on what shadow of occasion 

how the great man lessens to my thought I 
How could so mean a vice as jealousy 

Live in a throng of such exalted virtues ? 

1 scorn, and hate ; yet love him, and adore. 
I cannot, will not, dare not, think it true^ 

Till from himself I know it. {Exit 

Zan. This succeeds 
Just to my wish; Now she. with violence 
Upbraids him ; he, not doubting she is guilty. 
Rages no less ; and if on either side 
The waves run high, there still lives hope of ruin. 

Enter Alonzo< 



My lord 

Alon, O Zanga, hold thy peace ! t am no coward. 
But Heaven itself did hola my hand ; I felt it, 
By the well-being of my soul, I did. 
I'll think of vengeance at another season* 

Zan^ My lord, her guilt 

Alon. Perdition on thee, Moor, 
Por that one word I 
1 love her to distraction^ 
If 'tis my shame, why be it so- ■ — I love her ; 
Nor can I help it ; 'tis imposed upon me 
By some superior and resistless power. 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth ; 
It shocks my nature like a sti:oke from Heaven. 
But see, my Leonora comes— Begone. 

[Exit Zanoa 
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Enter Leonora. 

O seen for ever, yet for ever new ! 

The conquered thou dost conquer o'er agaio^ 

Inflicting wound on wound. 

Leon. Alas, ray lord ! 
"What need of this to me ? 

Alon. Ha ! dost thou weep i 

Leon. Have I no cause ? 

Jlon* If love is thy concern. 
Thou hast no cause : none ever loved like noe. 
Oh, that this one embrace would last for ever ! 

Leon. These tears declare how much I taste the 

joy 

Of being folded in your arms and heart ; 
My universe does lie within that space. 
This dagger bore false witness. 

Alon, Ha, mv dagger ! 
It rouses horrid images. Away, 
Away with it ; and let us talk of love. 

Leon. It touches you. 

Alon. Let's talk of love, 

Leon, Of death ! 

Alon, As thou lovest happiness 

Leon. Of murder ! 

Alon, Then must I fly for thy sake and my own. 

Leon. Nay, by my injuries, you first must hear me. 

Alon. Yet, yet dismiss me ; I am all in flames. 

Leon» Who has most cause, you or myself ?* What 
act 
Of my whole life encouraged you to this ? 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you ? 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all ; 
The weak, ungenerous error of your sex. 
He, that can stoop to harbour such a thought^ 
Deserves to find it true. 

Alon, Oh, sex, sex, sex I 
The language of you alU Ill-fated woman ! 
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Why wilt thou force me back into the gulf 
Of agonies I bad blockM up from thought ? 
But since thou hast replunged me in my torture^ 
I will be 6atisfy*d<— Confess, confess,— 
Where did I find this picture ? 

Leon, Ha, Don Carlos ! 
By my best hopes, more welcome than thy own. 

Alon. I know it ; but is vice so very rank» 
That thou shouldst dare to dash it in my face i 
Nature is sick of thee, abandoned woman ! 

Leon. Repent. 

Aloiu Is that for me ? 

Leon. Fall, ask my pardon. 

Alan. Astonishment I 

Leon. Darest thou persist to think I am dishonest i 

Alon. I know thee so. 

Leon^ This blow, then, to thy heart 

[She stabs kerselff he end9avounng to prevent 
her, 

Alon. Hoat Zanga! Isabella! hoa! she bleeds! 
Descend, ye blessed angels, to assist her ! 

Leon. This the only way I would wound thee» 
Though most unjust. Now think me guilty still. 

Enter Isabella. 

Alon. Bear her to instant help. The world to save 

her! 
Leon. Unhappy man ! well may'st thou gaze and 
tremble : 
But fix thy terror and amazement right ; 
Not on my blood, but on thy own distraction. 
What hast thou done ? Whom censured ? — Leonora ! 
When thou hadst censured, thou wouldst save her 

life: 
O inconsistent ! Should I live in shame ; 
Or stoop to any other means but this 
To assert my virtue ? No ; she who disputeSi 
Admits it possible she might be guilty. 



WhOe giigiit bat triitli ooold be nqr ukdoeei^^ 
While it migiu look like m ezcoie to tbee^ 
I aoom'd tetindictte tnjr iDiMMnoe; 
But noir, I lefr tire radiiiM kiidir, die woinid, 
Wbich bM I fiMUt if du^ nijr da^er n«le. 

jbABii^LA hods ami LiBomnu. 
* ifbii* He! wet this woman (puItj?----Aiid. if not-- 
How m though dnkes tluit waj 1 Grants hoi 

nevreOf 
Ihat the prove gnfltjr; or mj being eiid» 
Is that my hope, then f 
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. Is it in man the sore &tress (0 benr^ 
When hope itself is bleokeoM to ieEes|Mir» 
When dl the bHss I pant lor, is to gain 
In heU, a refuge fromiiBverer, pain r [JEnK* 

» ■ " . 

JEkUr Zauoa. 

Zan. How.standi the great accounfr^^risct aMand 

vengeance ? 
Though much is paid, yet still it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a single groan * ' 

Ha ! that were well — but that were fatal too— -— 
Why, be it so — Revenge so truly great 
Would come too cheap if bought with less than hSs. 
Come, death, come, hell, then ! - tis resolved^ 'tis 

done. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isa. Ah, Zanga, seie me tremble ! Has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill ?— Poor Leonora— — 

Zan. ' Welters in blood, and gasps for her last 
breath. 
What then ? We all must die. 

Isa. Alonzo raves, 
And, in ihe tempest of his grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At length disarmed, 
lie calls his friends that safe him, his worst fue^. 
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And importunes the skies for swift perdition* 
After a pause. 

He started up, and calPd aloud for Zanga^ 
For Zanga raved ; and see, he seeks you here^ 
To learn that truth, which most he dreads to know. 
Zan. Begone* Now, now, my soul, consummate 
ali. [Exit Isabella. 

Enter Algmzo* 

Alon, Oh, Zanga ! 

Zan. Do not tremble so, but speak. 

Alon, I dare not. [^Falls on him. 

Zan. You will drown me with your tears, 

Alon. Have I not cause ? 

Zan, As yet you have no cause* 

Alon. Dost thou too rave ? 

Zan. Your anguish is to come: 
You much have been abused* 
* Alon. Abused ! by whom ? 

Zan. To know were little comfort. 

Alon. O Uwere much ! 

Zan. Indeed ! 

Alon. By Heaven ! Oh, give him to my fury f 

Zan. Born for your use^ I live but to oblige you. 
Know, then, 'twas 1. 

Alon. Am I awake ? 

Zan, For ever. 
Thy wife is guiltless — that's one transport to me ; 
And I, 1 let thee know it*- that's another* 
I urged Don Carlos to resign his mistress ; 
I forged the letter ; I disposed the picture ;«— 
I hated, I despised, and I destroy* 

Alon. Oh ! {Swoons^ 

Zan. Why, this is well— why, this is blow for 
blow ! 
Where are you ? Crown me, shadow me with lau« 

relS| 
Ye spirits^ which delight in just rerenje ! 

73 
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Let Europe and her pailid sons go weep ; 
Let Afric and her hundred thrones rejoice : 
O, my dear countrymen, look down, and see 
How I bestride your prostrate conqueror ! 
I tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings* 
But this is mercy 9 this is my indulgence ; * 
'Tis peace, 'tis refuge from my indignaticNii* 
I must awake hini into horror^. Hoa I 
i^lonzO) hoa ! the Moor is at the gate! 
Awake, invincible, omnipotent ! 
Thou, who dost all subdixe* 
' Alan, Inhuman slave ! 

Zan. Fall'n Christian, thou mistak'st my character* 
Look on me* Who am I ? I know, thou say'st. 
The Moor, a slave, an abject, beaten slave : • 
(Eternal woes to him that made me so !) 
But look again. Has six years cru^l bondage 
Extinguish'd majesty so far, that nought 
t^bines here to give an awe of one above thee ? 
When the great Moorish king, Abdallah, fell, 
Fell by thy hand accursed, 1 iought fast by hiro. 
His son, though, through his fondness^ in disguise. 

Less to expose me to th' ambitious foe 

Ha ! Joes it wake thee ? O'er my father's corse 

I stood astride, till 1 had clove thy crest; ' 

And then was made the captive of a squadron. 

And sunk into thy servant But, Oh ! what, 

- What were ray wages I Hear nor Heaven, nor 
earth! 
My wages were a blow ! by Heaven, a blow ! 
And irom a mortal hand! 
jilon. Oh, villain, villain ! 

Zan, All strife is vain. [Shotoing a Dagger* 

Alon. Is thus niy love return'd ? 
Is this my recompense ? Make friends of tigers ! 
Lay not your young, O, mothers, on the breast^- 
For fear they turn to serpents as they lie. 
And pay you for their nourishment with death. 
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Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying ! 
Both innocent, both murc'erM, both by me# 
Oh, shame! Oh, guilt! Oh, horror! Oh/remorie! 
Oh, punishn^ent! Had Satnn never fall'n, 
Hell had been made for me — Ob, Leonora ! Leo*» 
nora! Leono«a! 
Zan. Must I despite thee too, as well as hate 
thee?— 
Complain of grief! complain thou art a man, 
Priam from fortune** lotty summit fell; 
Great Alexander 'midst his conquests moum'd; 
Heroes and demigods have known their sorrows , 
Csesars have wept ; and I have had my blow : • 
But 'tis revenged, and now mv work is done. 
Yet, ere I fall, be it one part of vengeance 
To make ev'n thee confess that I am just. — 
Thou seest a prince, whose father thou hast slain. 
Whose native country thou hast laid in blood. 
Whose sacred person, Oh I thou hast profaned f 
Whose reign extinguished : What was left to me. 
So highly born ? No kingdom, but revenge ; 
1^0 treasure, but thy tortures and thy groans. 
If cold white mortals censure this great deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of superior beings, 
Souls made of fire, aud children of the sun, 
With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well ' ■ ■ 
Now, fully satisfied, I should take leave; 
But one thing grieves me, since thy death is near, 
I leave thee my example how to die. 

Aa he is going ta stab himself, Alonzo rushes upon 
him, and prevents him. Enter Don Alvarez, wth 
ATTE)fD/iNTS. Thet/ seize Zanga. Alonzq puts 
the Dagger in his bosom. 

Alan. No, monster, thou shalt not escape by death* 
My father! * 

Alv* O Alonzo— —Isabella^ 
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Touch'd with remorse to soe her mistress' pangs, 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Jlon. What groan was that ? 

Zan. As I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
Se will 1 be a raven to thine ear, 

Enter Manual, toho whispers Alvarez* 

And true as ever snuff'd the scent of blood. 
As ever flapp'd its heavy wing against 
The window of the sick, and croak'd despair. 
Thy wife is dead. 

Alv, The dreadful news is true. 

Alon, Prepare the rack ; invent new torments for 
him. 

Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage ; 
And ru make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduced, thou wouldst not know. 
That, thus reduced, I dare defy thee still. 
Torture thou may'st, but thou shalt ne'er despise me. 
The blood will follow where the knife is driven. 
The flesh will quiver where the pincers tear, 
And sighs and cries by nature grow on pain. 
But these are foreign to the soul : not mine 
The groans that issue« or the tears that fall ; 
They disobey me : on the rack I scorn thee, 
As when my faulchion clove thy helm in battle. 

Ah, Peace, villain ! 

Zan. While I live, old man, Pll speak : 
And well I know thou darest not kill me yet ; 
For that would rob thy bloodhounds of their prey. 

Alon. Who caird Alonzo ? 
Again ! — * Tis Carlos* voice, and I obey.-— 
Oh, how I laugh at all that this can do I 

[Stabs himself. 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd 

me, 
Were given before ; I was already dead ; 
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This only marks my body for the grave. 
Afric, thou art revenged.— O, Leonora I [_Dies» 
Zan* Good ruffiansy give me leave; my blood it 
yours. 
The wheel's prepared, and you shall have it all ; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourselves with gazing on my pangs. 

[He goes to Alonzo's Bodym 
Is this Alonzo ? Where's the haughty mien ? 
Is that the hand which smote me i Heavens, how 

pale ' 

And art thou dead ? So is my enmity. 
I war not with the dust. The great, the proud. 
The conqueror of Afric was my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcases. 
This was thy only method to subdue me. 
Terror and doubt fall on me : all thy good 
l^ow blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Kever had man such funeral applause ; 
If I lament thee, sure thy worth was great* 
O vengeance, 1 have followed thee too far, 
And to receive me, hell blows all her fires. 

l^Exitf/oUcwed hy Attendant^ 
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